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CHAPTER I. 

^^ Really this is too bad. Surely there must be 
some mistake ; it cannot be true." 

« What's the row, Earny ?" 

" Lotte is going to be married." 

" Lotte? who is Lotte?" 

" Lotte Branscombe, who was at Miss EUer- 
ton's." 

" Oh, one of your school chums. Well, why 
shouldn't she be, if she likes it? Where's the 
harm?" 

" There is no harm in her being married, if she 
had but chosen some one worth having; but to think 
of its being Mr. Molesworth, after all she has said 
about him ! I don't believe it now." 

" Why not ? who is Mr. Molesworth ? I have 
not the honour of his acquaintance." 

" No, you have never seen him ; but I am sure 
you must have heard me speak of him. Don't you 
remember my telling mamma about a young man 
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who used to be iilways coming in our way when we 
walked out?" 

"What! the knight-errant?'' 

" Yes ; the girls used to make such fun of him, 
calling him * sandy hair ' and * broomstick,' until 
they discovered that his father is the next heir to 
the title and estates of Lord Dexham, then many of 
them veered about and found out that he was quite 
handsome ; so absurd it was, as if that made any 
difference." 

" Oh I she is to be my lady, is she ? no wonder 
the grapes are sour." 

"Don't be ridiculous, Dick; you know how I 
dislike such nonsense ; as if his being an honour- 
able could make him anything but what he really is. 
Lotte always professed to think the same." 

" What humbugs you girls are ! It is all very 
well to talk so grandly about not caring for money 
and rank, but onoe get the chance, and I would like 
to see the one who could withstand the bait.'* 

" For shame, Dick I the idea of a schoolboy 
like you taking upon yourself to talk in that way, 
as if you knew anything about such things." 

" Why shouldn't I, I should like to know ? I 
expect I am as much up on that subject as you are. 
You needn't get so hot; I'll be hung if I don't 
believe the grapes are sour. I'll tell aunt ; won't 
she open her eyes." 

" You can tell her what you please, Dick, only 
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you must not expect her to believe you; dear 
mamma knows I mean what I say." 

** Hush ! pease^ sister Earny, ou vIU vake 
dolly, and de poor ittle ting is so seepy." 

'* Pinch her, Minnie, that will send her to sleep 
again." 

" No it von't, Dick ; it vill vake her." 

" Come here, monkey, and let me try it on you." 

** No I sant, and I not a monty." 

" I tell you you are a monkey ; a monkey has 
two legs and two arras, and so have you ; so you are 
a monkey." 

*^ A monty dot four eggs, he not dot no arms." 

*• You pertinacious little animal, come here, and 
I'll soon show you whether you haven't four 



" No, det away, Dick I det away, I say 1 dere's 
mamma ; I so daad." 

** What is all this commotion about?" asked a 
pleasant looking lady, walking into the room in 
which her nephew was racing round the table in 
pursuit of his little cousin. 

" Oh, aunt ! " exclaimed Dick, " such fun I here's 
Earny in such a rage ; her intended has given her 
the slip, and gone off with another young lady ; 
that other being no less a personage than her bosom 
friend. Miss Branscombe." 

" It's quite true, mamma. I don't mean that 
Dick's nonsense is true, but that Lotte is going to 

B 2 
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be married to Reginal Molesworth. Can you 
believe it?" 

" Why not, ray dear ? it will be an excellent 
connexion." 

" There, aunt, that's just what I've been telling 
her ; it's not every girl that gets such a chance, and 
she got in such an awful fury with me for saying 
it." 

** No, mamma, not for saying that exactly, but 
Dick insinuated that that was the reason why 
Lotte accepted him. I am sure if he knew her he 
would never think so." 

*^ How did you hear the news ? " 

*^ I've just had a letter from her ; this is what 
she says :" 

" Hush, Minnie dear." 

" * Dearest Eamy, 

" ^ You will, I feel sure, be surprised to 
hear that I am going to be married^ especially when 
I tell you that my future husband is to be Regi- 
nal Molesworth. I can fancy how astonished you 
are looking. I am writing to tell you myself, as I 
know you would scarcely believe it from any one 
else. I will send all particulars in a few days. 
** * Ever your affectionate friend, 

" ^ LoTTfi Bbanscombe.' 

" Now, mamma, is not that enough to surprise 
me, after what she used to say of him ? I hope she. 
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will not ask me to be her bridesmaid. Oh, here is 
a postscript. I did not see that. 

" ' P.S. Remember you always promised to be 
my bridesmaid ; don't forget.' 

^* I never said I would be her bridesmaid if she 
married Mr. Molesworth. Can I send a refusal, 
mamma?" 

" I should think not, my dear, unless you can 
give Lotte a good reason for doing so. You would 
not like to let the acquaintance drop." 

" Oh, no I I never mean to give up Lotte, not 
for twenty husbands." ^ 

" Perhaps now she is going to be such a grand 
body, Earny, she may give you up." 

" If I thought for one moment, Dick, that Lotte 
would care the less for me because I am poor and 
she very rich, I would discard her friendship as 
worthless, but I know her better than to believe 
that. Reginal Molesworth to be Lotte 's husband I 
Well, wonders will never cease 1 " 
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CHAPTER 11. 

We must now give our readers a short account of 
the personages whose conversation we have related 
in the preceding chapter. 

Mrs. Dalton w^s a widowed lady, whose husband^ 
an officer in the Indian army, had, about two years 
previous to the period at which our tale commences, 
been killed by a random shot fired by one of his 
own messmates. His wife was at the time in Eng^ 
land, whither she had come shortly before the birth 
of her youngest child, the little Minnie, who was 
now nearly four years of age. Great was her grief 
when the sad news reached England, for Mr. Dalton 
had ever been a doting husband and father. Of 
his eldest daughter he knew little, as she was 
scarcely more than five years old when he and his 
wife left England ; but his two little boys were his 
delight. Had he an hour to spare from parade, he 
was always to be found with them and his wife ; 
crawling on the ground, that the little fellows might 
ride on his back ; carrying them on his shoulders. 
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or tossing them into the air. It was difficult to 
say whose laugh was the merriest, as, in the early 
morning, their little feet would be heard pattering 
on the floor, and throwing aside the curtains they 
would jump into the bed and smother their papa 
and mamma with kisses. Those were happy times — 
too happy to last ! for sorrow soon came to cast its 
shadow around them. The cholera was abroad ; it 
drew nearer ; it was at their door, in their house. 
In one night the little ones were both laid low ; the 
the next morning they were laid side by side in 
their narrow grave. 

Bitter and long were their lamentations for them ; 
then Mrs. Dalton roused herself from her own 
grief to comfort her husband ; but the effort was 
too great, and her health sank under it. The phy- 
sicians tried various remedies without effect, and 
they at last decided that a voyage to England was 
the only resource left* 

At first she refused to leave her husband, but 
his entreaties, and the thought of her long-yeamed- 
for child, prevailed at last, and she parted with him 
to see him no more on earth. 

At the time of her arrival in England, Earny, 
her eldest and then only child, was at an excellent 
school near Clifton, where she had been place's by 
her godmother, in whose charge she had been left 
when her parents went to India. During the 
voyage home, Mrs. Dalton had often wondered 
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what her child would be like^ and sometimes a 
thought would cross her mind that perhaps her in- 
tense affection for her might not be returned. Of 
this, however, she need not have had any fear. 
Eamy's thoughts were wrapped up in her parents, 
and time and absence only deepened her longings 
after them. 

Even at their first meeting, the mother and child 
found themselves one in heart and mind. Though 
Earny was little more than fourteen, she seemed at 
least two years older — not that she was taller or 
even so tall as many girls are at that age, but the 
expression of her face was so intellectual, her 
thoughts seemed, as it were, to rush out through 
her splendid dark eyes, and gazing on them, the 
mother at once recalled the little form that had 
clung so lovingly to her when last they parted. 

What will her father think of her ? was often the 
fond mother's thought, and many and long were 
the descriptions she wrote to him of her. Five 
months later, and the little Minnie was born. At 
her own request, Eamy was allowed a few weeks' 
holiday to spend with her mamma and little sister, 
and no one could describe how lovingly she nursed 
them both. To have a real baby sister to call her 
own^was such a treat ; but that even was not equal 
to the pleasure of looking at her darling mamma, to 
sit on a stool at her feet, and lay her head in her 
mother's lap. For two years Mrs. Dalton lived 
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with Minnie in a some cottage, not far from 
the school, that she might be near Earny ; and at 
the end of that time, just as she had commenced her 
preparations for returning to India, with her two 
daughters, the intelligence reached England of her 
husband's death. It was some time before she 
could believe that he had been thus snatched 
away, but when at length the truth dawned 
upon her : it struck her, as it were, to the earth. 
Earny was her mother's comforter, and the stroke 
which had deprived them of a husband and father, 
drew the mother and daughter, if it were possible, 
more closely together. Mr. Dalton's pay died with 
him, and on looking into her affairs, his widow dis- 
covered that their income was indeed limited. For- 
tunately, just at this time, her brother was endea- 
vouring to find some family, living near the Gram- 
mar School of Wickhamstead, in which he could 
place his son as a boarder, during his attendance at 
the school. On his mentioning this to Mrs. Dalton, 
she at once offered to take a pretty little cottage, 
which she had been told was then vacant in the 
neighbourhood, and to remove thither with her 
nephew and two daughters; thus it was that he 
was living with his cousins at the commencement 
of our tale. 

At the period at which the conversation already 
detailed took place, they had been settled in their 
new home about two years, and Earny was no 
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longer a child, but a high-spirited, yet gentle and 
loving girl ; her eyes were ever the same, yet ever 
changing; but her figure had expanded and was 
extremely elegant. Though not decidedly pretty, 
her mother might well be proud of her. Little 
Minnie was as unlike her as it is possible for two 
sisters to be ; her flax:en curls fell over her round 
rosy cheeks, and her long silken eyelashes shaded a 
pair of laughing blue eyes ; she was everyone's pet, 
yet, fearing she might be spoilt. Cousin Dick was 
rather fond of administering what he called a little 
wholesome discipline, in the^way of teazing. They 
were a very happy family, for Mrs. Dalton had 
quite recovered her health, among the'many bless- 
ings by which she was surrounded. 

The letter received by the morning's post had 
thrown Earny into a state of great excitement. She 
saw she could not refuse to attend her friend's wed- 
ding without appearing ridiculous, yet she hated 
the thought of going. 

" What shall I do, mamma, when I am there ? 
for every one says they can always see of what I 
am thinking, and if so, I am sure Mr. Molesworth 
will feel extremely flattered." 

" My dear, the best thing you can do, I think, is 
to try to sympathise with Lotte in her happiness, 
and that will remove all unpleasant feelings." 

" Yes, mamma, if she is really happy, but that 
is my fear." 
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" What a queer girl you are, Earny," said Dick ; 
" at one moment you declare that no idea of a 
grand lady could influence Lotte, and the Hext you 
would lead one to suppose that she has left happi- 
ness out of the question." 

" Do I ? then I am sure I do not understand it 
myself ; however, time, I suppose, which decides 
-all things, will decide this; but I really wish I 
need not go." 

A few days passed away, and then came a longer 
and more explicit letter from Lotte, asking 
Earnestine to perform the oflice of bridesmaid. 
There was to be but one other, and this was Miss 
Molesworth, the bridegroom's only sister. " I 
think you will like Clara," wrote Lotte ; *^ she is 
so simple and unaffected. I trust, also, that when 
you know Mr. Molesworth better, you will learn 
to appreciate him ; we often laugh together at the 
dislike you and I had to him when we were at 
school. He desires me to say that he will do all in 
his power to remove the wrong impredsion you 
have taken of him." 

Then followed some directions concerning the 
bridesmaids' dresses; Lotte begging Earny to 
accept the contents of a parcel which would be 
forwarded in a few days for that purpose. The 
wedding was to take place that day fortnight, and 
Mrs. Branscombe hoped that Mrs. Dalton would 
allow Earny to come to them two days before the 
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ceremony, and to remain with her a week after 
Lotte's departure. " I know how fond you are of 
your home, dearest Earny," added Lotte, " but 
please don't refuse our united request." 

So it was decided in the way Mrs. Branscombe 
wished, and preparations for Eamy's visit were soon 
begun. 

One morning, as the handsome green silk (Lotte's 
present) was lying, surrounded with ribbons, lace, 
and flowers, on the sofa in the little room which 
was used alternately as breakfast-room and work- 
room, the door was thrown open, and in walked a 
tall, spare lady, who, judging from the length of 
the perpendicular from head to heel, was by no 
means a patroness of the prevailing fashion. 

" How do, my little Min ? " said she, addressing 
the child, who was amusing herself with a large 
wax doll. " What, all alone ? Where is mamma T" 

"Mamma is veddy busy ; so is Earny." 

*^ Busy I what about ? Hey-day, what is all this 
finery for ; do you know, little one ? " 

« Es." 

"What?" 

" Don't ou know ? " 

"No; tell me." 

" See is doing to be mannied." 

" Going to be married ! nonsense ; who is she 
going to marry ? What is his name ?" 

" Me not know his name, but he hab great stick." 
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*^ Is that all you know about him ? Can't you 
tell me what he is like ? '' 

^^ Me uo know ; oh es me do," added the child 
quickly ; " me tink he like on." 

"Like me, is he. Why is he like me, you queer 
little thing ? " 

" Betos sissy Eamy say he is. so uggy ; she not 
love him a bit." 

" Then what is she to marry for? Money, I sup- 
pose," said Miss Vickers, talking to herself. 

" Es ; mamma says he hab lots of money." 

" Strange concern, I imagine ; but I have ex- 
pected something of the kind for some time. I 
thought there was some mystery going on," con- 
tinued Miss Vickers, in an under tone. 

"Votisdat?" 

" What is what ? " 

*^ Vot on said ; dat hard vord." 

" Never mind what I said. So, missy, you call me 
ugly, do you ? " 

*^ Me neber called ou so ; Dick do." 

^^ A young scamp ! I wonder his aunt does not 
teach him better manners." 

" See do ty eally. Miss Vickers ; but he so funny. 
Ven mamma scold he does and dets Ann's down 
and cook's old sawl and bonet, and puts dem on, 
and den he valks into tie oom just like ou, den 
mamma no help affing." 

*^ Very creditable behaviour, certainly. Let me 
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catch him at it, I'll give him something to re- 
member." 

" Ou wouldn't fight, vould ou?" 

" Would I not I just let me have the chance, 
that's aU." 

At that moment the door opened, and Mrs. Dal- 
ton came in. 

" Good morning, Miss Vickers ; I am sorry to 
have kept you waiting so. long." 

" Oh ! it is not of the least consequence, thank 
you. I thought as I was passing so near, I would 
just call in to congratulate you." 

" Thank you," replied Mrs. Dalton, thinking 
she referred to the prizes gained by Dick the pre- 
vious day at the school examination ; *^ he deserves 
great commendation." 

" Indeed ; ah I a good match, I suppose. She is 
a nice girl." 

'^ Good match I nice girl I of what are you 
thinking? I thought you were speaking of 
Dick." 

" Now, my dear Mrs. Dalton ; pray don't look 
so innocent. I know all about it ; indeed, I guessed 
it long ago — that is," said Miss Vickers, correcting 
herself, " I knew there was something going on." 

^' Oh ! I understand ; you are speaking of Mr. 
Molesworth." 

" Is that the name? He is of good family, I sup- 
pose ? " 
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" Very ; his father is the next heir to Lord Dex- 
ham, and his lordship is in such a delicate state of 
health that his physicians think it is impossible for 
him to live many months." 

" What a nice thing it will' be for her ; in all 
probability she will eventually be Lady Dexham." 

"Yes." 

" Is the marriage to take place soon ? " 

" Directly." 

'^ It is rather a sudden thing, is it not ? " said 
]V|iss Vickers, forgetting for the moment her pre- 
viously boasted knowledge of the affair. 

" Yes, it is, rather," replied Mrs. Dalton ; " but 
there are several reasons why it should not be post- 
poned." 

*^ How you will miss Earny 1 " 

" Indeed^ I shall every hour in the day, but of 
course I could not refuse." 

" Of course not. What a connexion I " 

*^ Mamma," whispered little Minnie, jumping off 
her stool and running up to Mrs. Dalton, " I hear 
Dick, coming, and Miss Vickers says see will fight 
him. Don't let her, pease, pease don't, mamma," 
continued she aloud. 

" Minnie is afraid. Miss Vickers, that you and 
Dick are going to fight; what does the child 
mean ? " 

" Oh, I know," said Miss Vickers, pretending to 
look very fierce; ^*but I have not time for it 
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to-day. Tell him to be prepared for the next time 
I see him ;" and so saying, she rose and took 
leave. 

" Well, aunt," exclaimed Dick, rushing in, ^^ you 
have had old goody here again ; what did she come 
for to-day?" 

" I hardly know, my dear, except it was to satisfy 
her curiosity respecting this wedding. Who told 
her anything on the subject ? " 

" I am sure I don't know ; but trust her for find- 
ing out everything but her own business. I saw 
she had on that everlasting shawl. I hope she will 
leave it to me in her will; it would do so capitally 
for old Guy next November." 

" Hush, Dick. I will not allow you to laugh at 
her ; she is, I am sure, very kind hearted." 

" Undoubtedly, aunt, that is why I have' such 
an affection for her." 

" Have you been quarrelling with her Dick? 
she and Minnie were talking about fighting.. She 
told Minnie to tell you to be prepared for her the 
next time she came." 

" I haven't an idea what she means, but I am 
ready to meet the old girl at any hour, and in 
any place she pleases. What did she say to you, 
Min?" 

" Oh, otts of tings ; see was veddy angry." 

"What about?" 

" Betos ou tall her uggy, and dess up." 
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" By Jove I who told her I did ? How did she 
know ? " 

" I told her, betos she say mamma ought to stold 
ou." 

^^ Oh, you little minx, how could you ! you 
naughty child I " 

" Me did not want to be naughty ; don't ou be 
angry too, Dicky ; me won't do it again I " and 
throwing her arms round her mamma's neck, the 
poor child burst into tears. 

Mrs. Dalton did all in her power to soothe her, 
but it was sometime before she recovered herself 
sufficiently to give an account of what she had 
said to Miss Vickers. 

When she had finished, Dick exclaimed, " There 
aunt, I knew she only came to find out. What do 
you say to that ? " 

'* That henceforth, my dear Dick," replied 
Mrs. Dalton, *^ you had better do nothing which 
you would be ashamed for the whole world to 
witness. I think the best thing you can do at 
present, is to write a note of apology to Miss 
Vickers." 

" She be hanged ! I beg your pardon, aunt ; 
but really I would rather swallow down fifty pages 
of Greek, than do such a thing." 

" Then, my dear, I am afraid you are not really 
sorry." 

^* I can't say that I am, indeed; in my opinion 
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it is capital fun. No^ no^ the old girl must take 
the world as she finds it^ and make the best of it^ 
as I intend to do. The next time I meet her I will 
make her my lowest bow, in the meanwhile, here 
goes three cheers for — Up with the Vickers, and 
down with the crinolines!" and with one bound 
he escaped through the open window and jumped 
out into the garden. 

In the meantime Miss Vickers had pursued her 
usual morning occupation, dropping in for a few 
minutes chat, first with one neighbour, then with 
another; conveying a little piece of news here, 
another little piece there, and receiving much in 
return. She was indeed to many a not unwelcome 
visitor, as she thus saved them the trouble of finding 
out for themselves anything they wished particu- 
larly to know. Now, this morning she felt herself 
a person of no small importance, as the bearer of 
the interesting intelligence she had received from 
the Daltons. The first person she called upon, 
after leaving them, was a Mrs. Dickson, the wife 
of a retired officer, who, having no children, and 
nothing with which to employ her time, amused 
herself with gathering and retailing all the gossip 
with which the town abounded ; there was rather 
a rivalry between her and her friend, as to who 
could first relate any new discovery. Miss Vickers 
found her reclining in a large easy chair, engaged 
in reading the last new novel. 
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" How comfortable you look here," said she, 
seating herself on a neighbouring sofa. " You have 
not been out this morning, I suppose ? " 

" No, my dear ; I thought it looked cold." 

** It is very fine weather for the time of the 
year," replied Miss Vickers, who was bursting to 
tell the news ; ** a nice season for weddings. Have 
you heard of anything in that way lately ? " 

** No ! nothing particular ; there was something 
said about Mr. Nicholls and Miss Williams, but I 
don't believe there is anything in it; he is the fourth 
husband people have found for her. Such sandy 
hair as hers I am sure could never be admired; 
and she has not a shilling for her fortune." 

" Indeed ! " said Miss Vickers slyly, " I rather 
thought that some people admired red hair; at least 
I have been told so." This was said with reference 
to Mrs. Dickson, whose complexion and hair bore 
unmistakeable signs of having once been of that 
much contemned hue. ^* At the present, however, 
I believe dark brown is the attraction." 

'^ Indeed ! " said Mrs. Dickson, looking at Miss 
Vickers, and observing the laughing expression of 
her eye. " Is anything fresh on the tapis ? Who 
is it ? I see you have something to tell ? " 

** Then you really have not heard ? It is such a 
connexion ; she will be Lady Dexham." 

" Nonsense, whom do you mean? " 

'' Guess." 

c 2 
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" Brown hair. Let me see. Julia Manners ? " 

" No." 

" Mary Burden ? " 

" Why, her hair is black." 

" I am sure I can't think ; who is it ? " 

** Earnestine Dalton." 

** Nonsense ! 'Tis true she is very pretty, but 
then she has no fortune ; besides, the old lord has 
no son, so it can't be." 

^^ No, he has not a son, and so the Molesworths are 
nextin succession. Now it happens that Mr. Moles- 
worth has a son, and he is the bridegroom elect." 

^^ Are you sure ? Who told you ? How is it we 
have never seen him ? " 

" Ah I that is it. Mrs. Dalton told me all about 
it, so I know it is true ; but there is something 
queer about the concern. I would not say it to 
anyone but you, but I happen to know from very 
good authority that it is no love affair — at least, not 
on her part." 

" For position then, I suppose ? " 

** Yes. Position and money. There is no scarcity 
of that, I hear." 

*^ What a match for her daughter ! She never 
could have expected such a thing. I suppose they 
will soon be too grand to visit us. I never much 
liked the girl." 

*^ Now I do ; I like her better than any girl in 
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the town ; and if he does not make her a good hus- 
band he ought to be horsewhipped." 

" Well, if people marry out of their sphere in 
that way, they ought not to expect much happiness; 
he will soon get tired of her." 

" I am sure I hope not ; if I thought so I would 
do all I could to raise up an impediment, even to 
forbidding the banns, only, unfortunately, they will 
not have any. Now, I really must go; I shall see 
you again soon, I dare say." 

^^ Yes, I think I shall venture out a little after 
dinner, and perhaps call in on Mrs. Dalton, so no 
doubt we shall meet somewhere; for the present, 
good bye ;" and the two gossips shook hands 
heartily. 

It was soon known throughout Mrs. Dickson's 
and Miss Vickers' circle of acquaintance that 
Earnestine Dalton was engaged to Reginal Moles- 
worth, and many were the looks cast on her, as, on 
the following Sunday, she seated herself in her 
usual place at church. It would have been amusing 
to have heard the various comments passed on her 
as she entered. 

*^ See how high she carries her head," said one. 

^^ Yes," observed another, " it is easy to see how 
much she thinks of herself. She has quite the air 
of an engaged young lady." 

" Look ! " said a third, " how proudly Mrs. Dalton 
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takes her arm ; she will be somebody soon. A 
lord's son, indeed ! " 

But there was one, seated not far from Earnestine, 
to whom the news of her supposed, or, as everyone 
said, confirmed engagement, caused real pain. It 
was easy to see that his thoughts had wandered far 
from the sacred duty in which he was supposed 
to be engaged. Occasionally his eye rested on 
Earnestine with a despairing gaze, but ere a 
moment had passed it was quickly withdrawn. 
Earnestine saw it not, nor knew she the agitating 
thoughta that passed through that young man's 
brain. "Fool that I was," soliloquized he, as 
leaning back against the corner of the pew, he sup- 
ported his head with one hand while the other 
rested negligently on the open Bible on his knee, 
" Fool that I was to delay. Oh ! why did I not 
speak before. Here have I been' slaving for the 
last two years to gain a position in the world that I 
might lay it with myself at her feet, and then at the 
moment when all is ready comes this man to snatch 
the prize away. But how do I know that I should 
have gained her, had I tried? I have no title to 
offer her ; ah I I know she is too good to care for 
that, yet that head seems fitted for a coronet. 
Another man's betrothed, I must think of her no 
longer ; but, Earnestine, thought is free, and oftimes 
will not brook control. Yes, I must confess it, I 
love you, dearly love you, and to think that you 
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never can be mine! Now, all my love must be 
buried in my own bosom. No one shall know what 
I have felt — what I now feel ; no one shall even 
guess it. I have no longer any excuse for waver- 
ing. I will accept that appointment. I will go 
into other scenes and try to forget her. As if that 
were possible ; but I will try, I must go at once, 
to-morrow. They say she is to be married in a week ; 
then, then I shall be far away, far away," repeated 
he half aloud ; then, starting at the sound of his own 
voice, he changed it into a cough, but it was so un- 
natural that Earnestine looked up and their eyes 
met ; in an instant they fell, and a blush arose to 
her cheek. " How strange," thought she ; " he looks 
so sad. I wonder who he is. I have often remarked 
him, but I never saw him look so sad before." Just 
then the sermon was ended, and the congregation 
began to disperse; before leaving she could not 
resist the power which seemed to compel her to 
look at him once more. He was still sitting in the 
same dejected position. He had not again dared to 
raise his eyes until knowing, as it were by instinct, 
that the opposite pew was empty ; he watched 
her until seeing by the inclination of her head that 
she was about to turn round, he cast them down, 
and with a whispered farewell rose and left the 
church. 

The morrow came, and brought with it many 
visitors to Mrs. Dalton and Earnestine, all eager to 
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hear some account of the approaching wedding. 
Great was Mrs. Dalton's surprise on finding that 
Earnestine was the supposed bride elect ; no one could 
understand how the mistake occurred. Earnestine 
was indignant, and Dick delighted, Mrs. Dalton 
felt slightly annoyed that her daughter's name had 
been mixed up with so much gossip, and begged 
that each one who heard any mention of it, would 
at once contradict the report. This was done ac- 
cordingly, but it was too late to reach the ears of 
him who would have given all he possessed to have 
known it ; he was now far on his journey, and who 
could say when he might return ? Perhaps never ! 
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CHAPTER III. 

Merton Lodge, Clifton, 
May 11. 
My own dearest Mamma, — 

I hope you received my tiny ^ote telling 
you of my safe arriyal. The affair is over, and 
passed off much better than I expected. Dearest 
Lotte looked so pretty in her white silk and lace, 
and behaved admirably. Mr. Molesworth, also, 
conducted himself in a manner surpassing my ex- 
pectations. We formed but a very small party, as 
every one wished it to be as quiet as possible. There 
were present at the breakfast Mr. and Mrs. Moles- 
worth and Clara, Mr. and Mrs. Branscombe, two of 
Lotte's aunts, one uncle, a cousin of Mr. Moles- 
worth, Mr. Macclaughton, and Mr. Townsend the 
bestman, the bridal pair, and myself. It was a 
beautiful day, so warm and bright, that after the 
ceremony we took a drive for an hour round the 
neighbourhood, and passed through many of our old 
haunts. How familiar everything looked ! Do you 
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remember the dear old lane where we used to 
gather the violets and primroses ? Each clump of 
leaves seemed as a friend to welcome me back ; but 
I wanted something more. Can you guess what it 
was ? I know you can, yet I must tell you — I 
wanted you and Minnie. Without you it seemed so 
lonely; each turning, each stone, recalled some well- 
remembered conversation. Once, do you know, I 
felt the tears starting into my eyes, but Clara was 
sitting beside me, and Mr. Macclaughton opposite, 
so I was obliged to thrust them back. I daresay 
you are wishing to know how Mr. Molesworth and I 
agreed, so I -must end my melancholy reminiscences 
and tell you all about it. When I arrived at the 
station, the carriage was waiting for me, and a 
gentleman came forward to hand me in. Now, can 
you fancy anything so horrid — it was actually Mr. 
Molesworth himself! I must say that he behaved 
very politely, and, when we were seated comfortably 
in the carriage, informed me why he had come to 
meet me, namely, that, hearing of the good opinion 
I already entertained of him, he wished to do all in 
his power to strengthen it. He referred, in most 
polite terms, to the strong admiration I evinced for 
him in my school-days, and hoped that a further 
acquaintance would confirm the good impression he 
had already made on me. Oh, that wicked Lotte ! 
it was all her doing. I accused her of it afterwards, 
and she could not deny it. Clara is, I think, a nice 
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girl^ with such pretty dark auburn curls, and bright 
hazel eyes, and doatingly fond of her brother, whom 
she considers to be a paragon of perfection ; conse- 
quently, she is by no means inclined to like me. 
However, dear, good Lotte says she is persuaded 
that we shall soon be great friends, as school-girls' 
term it. I do not think I told you that she is to 
remain here a few days, to keep me company. I 
suppose the bride and bridegroom are now in Paris, 
as they proposed staying there one night, en route 
for Switzerland. How are you, dearest mamma? 
Do you take care of yourself? please do, and don't 
let Dick teaze my Minnie. Little darling, how 
Mr. Branscombe would pet her, he is so fond 
of children. Though he does not say much about it, 
yet I can see how deeply he feels parting with his 
only child, " his home bird," as he calls her. Mrs. 
Branscombe says she wishes you would let me 
remain with her, but I could never agree to that 
even if you did, which I am sure you will not. I 
have quite forgotten to describe to you, Mr, and 
Mrs. Molesworth. I like them very much indeed, 
they are such kind, good-tempered old people. 
Perhaps I ought not to call them old, but I do not 
use it, as Dick would, as a term of reproach. Clara 
tells me that her father is neady sixty-five, and 
Mrs. Molesworth a few years younger. Clara was 
eighteen on the wedding day, but she looks much 
younger, and is decidedly pretty; quite a play- 
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thing. I cannot help liking her ; as Lotte says^ she 
is so simple and unaffeoted. 

I have been away five days^ and shall not see 
you for another fortnight. I try, with Clara's 
assistance, to cheer up Mr. and Mrs. Bransoombe, 
so the time does not appear so long as it otherwise 
would. Give Minnie, please, a dozen kisses, and 
tell Dick to be a good hoy. How indignant he 
will be. Clara says she is sure I must have written 
volumes, and insists on my going for a walk with 
her, so I will close this and post it myself. 

Good bye, dearest Mamma, 

I am your loving Child, 

Earny Dalton. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A YEAB has passed away^ and with it the joys and 
sorrows of many an English home. Some have 
become richer, some poorer ; some have echoed with 
the measured tread of those who bore the dead to 
their last resting place, others with the gay laughter 
of joy and mirth. Some have experienced all these 
changes combined, for earthly joy and earthly 
sorrow are alike transitory. 

Such had been the case at Hurst Park ; the sun 
still shone brightly on the gable ends of the old 
building, the birds still sweetly warbled their morn- 
ing song in the surrounding trees, but the owner of 
it all had gone to another home — to one which would 
know no change. 

And now, fresh feet traverse the long passages, 
and joyous bursts of laughter ring through the 
once half-deserted rooms. 

A young girl stands at one of the open windows, 
and gazes forth on the surrounding scene. Beneath 
her is spread a spacious lawn interspersed with 



30 TOLD AT LAST. 

elegantly formed beds of various coloured flowers, 
while here and there some splendid old tree spreads 
forth its sheltering branches ; her eye wanders on, 
and then rests for a minute on the chimneys of an 
old house half-hidden among the magnificent trees 
of the surrounding park ; further on she catches a 
glimpse of the clear and sparkling waters of the 
Dart, and beyond, as far as the eye can reach, 
extend richly clad hills and smiling valleys. The 
sun, hitherto obscured by a cloud, bursts forth with 
its golden evening rays, and tinges everything with 
a purple hue. " How lovely ! " she exclaims, •* how 
magnificent ! and this is Clara's home, and there is 
Lotto's among the trees. How strange it is that I 
should feel so much at home here, so different as 
everything is to our own snug little cottage ; yet I 
do, all seems to come quite naturally to me. I care 
not for all this grandeur, yet it does not oppress 
me." 

Just then a light step was heard in the passage, 
and Clara rushed in. 

" Eamy, Earny, you naughty girl ! what are you 
doing here ? We want you down stairs directly. 
Look at the sun. Captain Macclaughton is come, and 
prophesies a fine day to-morrow, so the water party 
is decided on ; but there is a variety of opinions 
respecting the hour for starting and the spot to be 
selected for landing, so do come and give a casting 
vote in favour of ferns and foxgloves." 
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" Will it not do equally well if I say that my 
vote is cast in the balance with Captain Mac- 
, claughton's, and the Hon. Clara Moleeworth's ? " 
asked Eamestine, with a sly look. 

" No, no, wise Eamestine," said Clara, playfully 
shaking back her glossy dark auburn curls, while 
she vainly tried to keep down the rising blush ; " it 
would not do at all, for Captain Macclaughton and 
I are opposing parties, so you cannot vote for both." 

" Indeed 1 then of course I must side with you, 
and say ferns and foxgloves for me ?" 

" Of course you must, and so let us run down," 
replied she, catching hold of Earnestine's arm, " or 
they will wonder what we are doing." 

" Miss Dalton," said Captain Macclaughton, 
coming forward to meet them as they entered the 
room, " do you vote in favour of ferns and foxgloves, 
or the bank by the river side. Of course Miss 
Molesworth has not been so dishonourable as to 
hold out to you any bribe in her own favour. 

" Captain Macclaughton," interrupted Clara, " I 
pass over the affront to myself, but how dare you 
insinuate that Miss Dalton would accept one were 
it offered?" 

" Pardon me. Miss Dalton," replied he bending 
low before Earnestine. " I at once retract all impli- 
cations. Now will you please to favour us with 
your decision " 

" Yes, I prefer ferns and foxgloves." 
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" Thank you. Miss Dalton," said Captain Mac- 
claughton, taking a side glance at Clara, I was quite 
sure you would approve my choice ; Miss Moles- 
worth you are out voted." 

" Did you vote for the river side, Clara ? " asked 
Earnestine. 

" Yes," replied Reginal, " she did. Don't you 
see through it all. Miss Dalton ? I do. It is a deeply 
concocted scheme between them; between Clara and 
the Captain, I mean ; they secretly arranged that 
ferns and foxgloves should be the place, but not 
desiring to appear to be influenced by each other's 
wishes, they took opposite sides ; and then I will 
bet anything that Miss Dalton was secretly led to 
believe that the river side was not my naughty 
sister's selection, so by biasing her to vote on the 
ferny side, the two schemers hoped to enjoy the 
fulfilment of their wishes without detection. Now, 
Miss Clara," said he, catching hold of her by her 
two shoulders, " confess. Am I not right ?," 

Captain Macclaughton came to her assistance, and 
declared that he would allow no such imputations 
to be cast either on her or himself. 

" Now then," said Lord Dexham, " that the 
landing-place is decided on, what is to be the hour ?" 

" Early, early," was the unanimous reply. 

" Suppose we say ten o'clock," said Reginal. 

"I am afraid, Reggy, that will scarcely do," 
observed his mother. " You had better ask Lotte at 
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what hour she can leave her maternal duties^ for 
I hardly think that she will like to leave little 
Freddy for so long a time." 

^* No, that she will not, mother ; I had quite 
forgotten the little one ; suppose then we start from 
our door at twelve ?" 

After a few more pros and cons this was at last 
finally determined on, and Beginal and Captain 
Macclaughton departed to make preparations. 

The following morning the sun rose warm and 
bright, and great were the anticipations of the day's 
pleasure as it was talked over at the breakfast 
table. 

" Be sure, girls, that you wrap up warmly," said 
Lord Dexham, addressing Earnestine and Clara. 
*^ You had better send Simpson down to the boat 
with all the shawls you can muster, the evenings 
are sometimes chilly at this time of the year." 

"Oh, I never take cold, papa," replied Clara, 
" so there is no fear for me, but I mean Earnestine 
to be smothered in wrappers, for if she should get 
ill, Mrs. Dalton would never let her come here 
again." 

" And you think she will if you smother her, you 
giddy child, do you ? You had better finish your 
breakfast quickly, or I know who will be here 
before you are ready." 

" We are both quite ready," observed Earnestine, 
** and if you do not object. Lady Dexham, I should 
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like to go over to the cottage, to see if I can be of 
any assistanoe to Lotte." 

" Thank you, dear, I wish you would, and you 
will wait there until we come ? " 

" Yes, provided Mr. Molesworth has not made 
some other arrangement." 

" Never mind his arrangements, Earny," said 
Clara ; " if they interfere with yours, tell him from 
me that I don't approve of them. I wish you 
would not always treat him so ceremoniously, 
you do not half know how kind he is ; he gives 
up to me and Lotte in everything. Does he not^ 
mamma ? " 

*^ Who does not give up to you, Clara, my child? 
I am sure Miss Daiton does; she quite spoils 
you.'' 

" You always forget, dear mamma," said Clara, 
pretending to look indignant, " that I am no longer 
a child. Do you remember that I am only one 
fortnight younger than Eamestine ? " 

*^ Why you are scarcely more than a baby, com- 
pared to Miss Daiton," replied her papa, taking 
hold of a cheek in each hand, and holding up her 
face to view ; " quite a baby, and so short, too. 
Why don't you grow?" 

" Because, papa, you know I cannot ; oh ! if I 
could, I would soon out-top you. There, I do 
believe that that is Captain Macclaughton crossing 
the lawn." 
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" So it is, no doubt he ie coming to say that the 
boat leaks, or there is no water, or, or, or- ^ 

" Or what, papa ? or that we are all to get ready 
directly, which is undoubtedly the case, so come, 
papa, I will tell Jenkins to bring your wrappers ;" 
and with a light step she bounded out of the room. 

It was as Clara had surmised. Captain Mac- 
claughton came to say that they had better go down 
to tiie boat as soon as possible, as everything was 
waiting for them. 

At the appointed hour they met at the place of 
rendezvous, and embarked in high spirits. The 
day proved delightful; scarcely a cloud cast a 
shadow over them as they glided gently down the 
stream until they reached the spot which had been 
selected for landing. Here they all got out, each 
assisting to carry something as a contribution to the 
approaching dinner. 

"Remember, good folks," said Clara, seizing 
hold of an inimense hamper filled with all kind of 
provisions, "'that this is to be a real pic-nic ; so all 
hands to work." 

" Bight, Miss Clara," said Reginal ; " you just 
run on with that hamper; I will follow with 
your parasol." 

** Just imagine such a thing ; now Lotte, what 
do you say to that ? I wish you would keep your 
husband in order." 

" I have tried, Clara dear, but I fear he is incor- 
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rigible. What do you think of his wiBhing me to 
remain at home to-day ?" 

"He did?" 

" Yes." 

" Then he ought to be ashamed of himself. Come, 
sir, to work ; redeem your character." 

" I am only waiting for a good example." 

" There is one," said Clara, pointing to Earnes- 
tine, who, whilst the others had been talking, had 
succeeded in scrambling up the bank, dragging 
with her a large basket of fruits. 

" Here we come, then ; Miss Dalton, be so good 
as to lend Captain Macclaughton a helping hand, 
he seems toiling under his load. Will you assist 
him up that bank ? " 

" Willingly," said Earnestine, " only as I found 
some difficulty in arriving here myself, I fear I 
should be of little assistance." 

" Serves you right, sir ; paying for impertinence," 
«houted Captain Macclaughton, as Reginal, whilst 
-endeavouring to gain the top in one bound, alighted 
midway, and then rolled to Lord Dexham's feet. 
'* It seems you want not only a helping hand, but a 
pair of strong legs to boot ! " 

The whole party were convulsed with laughter. 

" Now try again, old fellow ; nothing like perse- 
verance under difficulties." 

This time he managed to reach the top in safety, 
and Lord and Lady Dexham, and Lotte, soon fol- 
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lowed his example, with the assistance of the two 
servants. 

" I think somebody had better go on and fipd a 
pretty shady spot," said Lord Dexham; "whilst 
the others follow in the rear with the crockery and 
provisions." 

'^ Come, Earny, you and I will go," said Clara. 
" I have thought of such a delightful place that will 
just suit." 

"Amongst the foxgloves. Miss Molesworth, I 
hope ?" asked Captain Macclaughton, 

" Yes, sir, among the foxgloves. You will find 
lots of sticks on your way ; will you please collect 
them, as I have promised Earnestine that you shall 
perform the duty of firemaker ?" 

" I am obliged to you ; I suppose you think I 
don't know how ; but I assure you that it will not 
be the first time I have done such a thing." 

Earny and Clara went on to reconnoitre, and soon 
found a shady nook under some magnificent elm 
trees, amid ferns, foxgloves, and underwood. Here 
the cloth was spread, and the repast laid out; a 
goodly one it was, of meats, and fowls, and fruits, 
and ample justice was done to it too. 

" That row has given me a voracious appetite," 
said Keginal ; " pass me over some of that veal-pie, 
will you, Macclaughton." 

" The roll, you mean, I suppose ? Miss Moles- 
worth, what may I give you ? " 
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rigible. What do you think of his wishing me to 
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lowed his example, with the assistance of the two 
servants. 

" I think somebody had better go on and fipd a 
pretty shady spot," said Lord Dexham ; ^* whilst 
the others follow in the rear with the crockery and 
provisions." 

" Come, Earny, you and I will go," said Clara. 
" I have thought of such a delightful place that will 
just suit." 

" Amongst the foxgloves, Miss Molesworth, I 
hope ?" asked Captain Macclaughton, 

'* Yes, sir, among the foxgloves. You will find 
lots of sticks on your way ; will you please collect 
them, as I have promised Eamestine that you shall 
perform the duty of firemaker ?" 

" I am obliged to you ; I suppose you think I 
don't know how ; but I assure you that it will not 
be the first time I have done such a thing." 

Earny and Clara went on to reconnoitre, and soon 
found a shady nook under some magnificent elm 
trees, amid ferns, foxgloves, and underwood. Here 
the cloth was spread, and the repast laid out; a 
goodly one it was, of meats, and fowls, and fruits, 
and ample justice was done to it too. 

" That row has given me a voracious appetite," 
said Keginal ; " pass me over some of that veal-pie, 
will you, Macclaughton." 

" The roll, you mean, I suppose ? Miss Moles- 
worth, what may I give you ? " 
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rigible. What do you think of his wishing me to 
remain at home to-day?" 

"He did?" 

"Yes." 

" Then he ought to be ashamed of himself. Come, 
sir, to work ; redeem your character." 

" I am only waiting for a good example." 

" There is one," said Clara, pointing to Earnes- 
tine, who, whilst the others had been talking, had 
succeeded in scrambling up the bank, dragging 
with her a large basket of fruits. 

" Here we come, then ; Miss Dalton, be so good 
as to lend Captain M acclaughton a helping hand, 
he seems toiling under his load. Will you assist 
him up that bank ? " 

" Willingly," said Earnestine, " only as I found 
some diflSiculty in arriving here myself, I fear I 
should be of little assistance." 

" Serves you right, sir ; paying for impertinence," 
«houted Captain Macclaughton, as Reginal, whilst 
endeavouring to gain the top in one bound, alighted 
midway, and then rolled to Lord Dexham's feet. 
^* It seems you want not only a helping hand, but a 
pair of strong legs to boot ! " 

The whole party were convulsed with laughter. 

" Now try again, old fellow ; nothing like perse- 
verance under difficulties." 

This time he managed to reach the top in safety, 
and Lord and Lady Dexham, and Lotte, soon fol- 
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" I have thought of such a delightful place that will 
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" Yes, sir, among the foxgloves. You will find 
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This time he managed to reach the top in safety, 
and Lord and Lady Dexham, and Lotte, soon fol- 



TOLD AT LAST. 37 

lowed his example, with the assistance of the two 
servants. 

" I think somebody had better go on and fipd a 
pretty shady spot," said Lord Dexham ; ^^ whilst 
the others follow in the rear with the crockery and 
provisions." 

" Come, Earny, you and I will go," said Clara. 
** I have thought of such a delightful place that will 
just suit." 

" Amongst the foxgloves, Miss Molesworth, I 
hope ?" asked Captain Macclaughton, 

" Yes, sir, among the foxgloves. You will find 
lots of sticks on your way ; will you please collect 
them, as I have promised Earnestine that you shall 
perform the duty of firemaker ?" 

" I am obliged to you ; I suppose you think I 
don't know how ; but I assure you that it will not 
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fouDd a shady nook under some magnificent elm 
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This time he managed to reach the top in safety, 
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lowed his example, with the assistance of the two 
servants. 

" I think somebody had better go on and fipd a 
pretty shady spot," said Lord Dexham ; -^ whilst 
the others follow in the rear with the crockery and 
provisions." 

" Come, Earny, you and I will go," said Clara. 
" I have thought of such a delightful place that will 
just suit." 

" Amongst the foxgloves, Miss Molesworth, I 
hope ?" asked Captain Macclaughton, 

** Yes, sir, among the foxgloves. You will find 
lots of sticks on your way ; will you please collect 
them, as I have promised Earnestine that you shall 
perform the duty of firemaker ?" 

" I am obliged to you ; I suppose you think I 
don't know how ; but I assure you that it will not 
be the first time I have done such a thing." 

Earny and Clara went on to reconnoitre, and soon 
found a shady nook under some magnificent elm 
trees, amid ferns, foxgloves, and underwood. Here 
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goodly one it was, of meats, and fowls, and fruits, 
and ample justice was done to it too. 

" That row has given me a voracious appetite," 
said Keginal ; " pass me over some of that veal-pie, 
will you, Macclaughton." 

" The roll, you mean, I suppose ? Miss Moles- 
worth, what may I give you ? " 
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" There is one," said Clara, pointing to Earnes- 
tine, who, whilst the others had been talking, had 
succeeded in scrambling up the bank, dragging 
with her a large basket of fruits. 

" Here we come, then ; Miss Dalton, be so good 
as to lend Captain Macclaughton a helping hand, 
he seems toiling under his load. Will you assist 
him up that bank ? " 

^^ Willingly," said Earnestine, " only as I found 
some difficulty in arriving here myself, I fear I 
should be of little assistance." 

" Serves you right, sir ; paying for impertinence," 
fihouted Captain Macclaughton, as Keginal, whilst 
endeavouring to gain the top in one bound, alighted 
midway, and then rolled to Lord Dexham's feet. 
" It seems you want not only a helping hand, but a 
pair of strong legs to boot ! " 

The whole party were convulsed with laughter. 

" Now try again, old fellow ; nothing like perse- 
verance under difficulties." 

This time he managed to reach the top in safety, 
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lowed his example, with the assistance of the two 
servants. 

" I think somebody had better go on and fipd a 
pretty shady spot," said Lord Dexham ; ^* whilst 
the others follow in the rear with the crockery and 
provisions." 

" Come, Earny, you and I will go," said Clara. 
** I have thought of such a delightful place that will 
just suit." 

" Amongst the foxgloves. Miss Molesworth, I 
hope ?" asked Captain Macclaughton, 

** Yes, sir, among the foxgloves. You will find 
lots of sticks on your way ; will you please collect 
them, as I have promised Earnestine that you shall 
perform the duty of firemaker ?" 

" I am obliged to you ; I suppose you think I 
don^t know how ; but I assure you that it will not 
be the first time I have done such a thing." 

Earny and Clara went on to reconnoitre, and soon 
fouDd a shady nook under some magnificent elm 
trees, amid ferns, foxgloves, and underwood. Here 
the cloth was spread, and the repast laid out; a 
goodly one it was, of meats, and fowls, and fruits, 
and ample justice was done to it too. 

" That row has given me a voracious appetite," 
said Beginal ; " pass me over some of that veal-pie, 
will you, Macclaughton." 

" The roll, you mean, I suppose ? Miss Moles- 
worth, what may I give you ? " 
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look ; " you will have to spend the night here, and 
we will bring you some boots in the morning." 

** Spend the night with the gipsies ! How horri- 
ble !" said Clara, thinking they were alone; "what 
a wretched looking being that woman is ! " 

" Think you so, my lady ? " said a voice by the 
door; " Well, may-be I am not so young or so 
pretty as you, but then I am what I pretend to be, 
and may be you are not; but no offence, sweet 
lady, I dare say my looks frighten you. Here is a 
pair of boots I bought last week for Rachel at the 
fair ; she has worn them but once, and she can have 
yours. Exchange, they say, is no robbery." 

Lady Dexham gladly took the proffered boots ; 
of course paying double their value for them^ as, 
indeed. Lord Dexham had already done for the use 
of their caravan. 

Clara's toilette being completed, they hastened to 
join the party in the boat. 

As Earny turned to nod a farewell, the old gipsy 
was watching her intently, and continued to do so 
until she was out of sight ; then, laying her hand on 
the shoulder of the man beside her, said, 

"Think you that the past and future are re- 
vealed to me ? " 

" So you say, mother, and you are often right." 

" Yes, often I she is gone ; poor innocent victim 
of another's guilt!" and the old woman moved 
away. 



TOLD AT LAST. 55 

When they were all once more comfortably 
settled in the boat^ and on their way home^ Captain 
Macclaughton explained how it was that they were 
80 long in returning. ^^ I fear I am rather to blame," 
said he, "for we wandered on without paying par- 
ticular attention to the direction, and I think we 
must have lost ourselves ; however, we did not know 
we had, nor did I think of the time, until feeling a 
few drops of rain falling, Miss Molesworth wisely 
advised our retracing our steps. This we did, as we 
supposed, though I find from the man you sent to 
look for us, that instead of coming towards you, we 
must have gone further away. I thought it would 
be only a storm, so finding a large tree with a 
hollow trunks Miss Molesworth stepped in, and I 
acted sentinel," 

" Yes, papa/' interrupted Qlara^ '^ and he was 
getting 80 wet," 

" So Mias Molesworth," continued Captain Mac- 
claughton, " squeezed herself into some unaccount- 
able form, and made me climb up to the roof of her 
asylum ; here we remained until the sun shone 
forth, when we turned our steps towards the spot 
where we had left you. We were just beginning 
to think we had taken the wrong path, when we 
heard a loud whistle ; not knowing it was intended 
for us, I took no notice of it, until, not being able 
to find our way, I answered, thinking that perhaps 
some one was near who could direct us, and by 
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almost making myself hoarse, we at last came up 
vrith one of the men you sent to find us, and pre- 
sently another appeared, and then another, and thus 
they brought us back. I hope Miss Molesworth 
will not be the worse for it." 

" She does not look much the worse for it at pre- 
sent," said Reginal ; " on the contrary, she looks 
quite blooming. Why, Clara, you remind me of a 
blush rose. There, don't frown so, it is only your 
brother who says it." 

It might have been the breeze on the river, or 
the excitement of the day which caused it, certainly 
Clara's complexion was of a deeper rosy hue than 
it ordinarily wore. 

Fortunately, they reached home without any fur- 
ther misadventure, though, through some awkward- 
ness on the part of some one, none could say of 
whom, the boat was in great danger of being cap- 
sized, as Clara was handed out by Captain Mac- 
claughton. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

The next mornings notwithstanding all the precau- 
tions taken on the previous evening, Clara awoke 
with a severe cold. 

Earnestine, who was always the first down, 
looked in on her way to the breakfast room, and 
advised her taking her breakfast in bed. 

"Oh, no, thank you," said Clara; "my cold is 
nothing, and I must get up. Who is down ? " 

" Captain Macclaughton is, I know, for I saw him 
walking on the terrace when I got out of bed ; but 
I don't know if your papa and mamma are, as I 
have not yet been downstairs." 

" You are sure Captain Macclaughton is ? " 

" Yes, quite sure ; but, my dear Clara, how 
feverish you look, I must ask Lady Dexham to 
come and see you," said Eamestine, moving towards 
the door. 

" No, don't, Earny ; please don't. I want to speak 
to you," and Clara sprang out of bed, and caught her 
by her dress. 
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"Is your head bad?" asked Eamestine^ laying 
her hand on Clara's flushed brow and drawing her 
back to the side of the bed. 

" No ; that is, I mean, rather. Is Jarvis in the 
boudoir?" 

" I think so." 

" Find some excuse for sending her away, will 
you?" 

Earnestine went to the door and told Jarvis that 
her mistress did not want anything at present, and 
would ring when she required her. 

Upon which Miss Jarvis flounced ofl* to the 
housekeeper's room, disclaiming on the audacity of 
some people, who, though too poor to keep a maid 
of their own, were ready enough to give orders to 
other people's. 

When she was out of hearing and the door closed, 
Clara drew Earnestine towards her, and pulling 
down her head until it rested on the pillow beside 
her own, whispered in a trembling voice, 

" Have you guessed anything, deary ?" 

"No, nothing. What do you mean?" asked 
Earnestine, getting bewildered at Clara's look of 
excitement, then as something passed through her 
mind she exclaimed, 

" You don't mean that Captain Macclaughton 
has ?" 

" Yes, he has," murmured Clara, "and I said yes." 
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Earny bent down and gently kissed her blush- 
ing cheeks. 

** We shall be very happy, Earny ; he loves me 
so much." 

" So he ought, darling. I hope he may be worthy 
to take care of you, and make you very, very 
happy." 

" You don't doubt it, do you Earny ? Don't you 

think he is per y almost perfect?" said Clara, 

correcting herself. 

^^ Well, dear, almost, perhaps, if he takes great 
care of you ; but I had better not tell you all I think 
of him, or perhaps some one might be a wee bit 
jealous." 

Clara laughed. 

^' Have you told your papa and mamma ? " 

" No ; he is going to ask papa this morning. I 
wish it was over, I don't think they can object or 
they would not have let him come here so often ; 
but there is always some fuss about such things, is 
there not Earny ? " 

" Beally, my dear, I have never had any ex- 
perience in such aifairs ; you ought to know better 
than I. Think of your brother and Lotte." 

^^Oh, that was soon settled. Beginal came to 
papa, and said he had loved Lotte all his life and 
could not live without her, and then went and told 
Mr. Branscombe the same thing, that is all I heard 
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about it. You know I did not leave school until 
the week before they were married. 

^^ Listen ; is not that mamma ? I heard some one 
knock." 

Earnestine opened the door, and said she would 
come directly. 

" It is only your mamma's maid," said she, re- 
turning to Clara, ^* whom she had kindly sent to 
ask if I would like my breakfast sent up. Not 
finding me in my own room, she thought I might 
be here." 

^* They are all at breakfast, I suppose ; I wish I 
had got up and been the first in the room ; it would 
not have been half so bad as coming down when 
you are all there." 

Earnestine thought the same, and promised to 
come up in a quarter of an hour to go down with 
her. 

Fortunately for Clara's cheeks that morning. Lord 
Dexham felt rather stiff* and took his breakfast in 
his room, so on joining the party in the breakfast- 
room there was but one pair of eyes to be dreaded, 
and as Clara entered, and kissed her mother. Lady 
Dexham looked so calm and collected that she felt 
sure nothing had been said. 

In a few minutes. Lady Dexham was called 
away about some message from Lotte ; and Earny, 
taking pity on Captain Macclaughton, who evidently 
wished her on one of the mountains in Kamskatka, 
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or in some such remote locality, left the room a few 
minutes afterwards. 

Putting on her hat, she sauntered about in the 
grounds for some time, and then turned down the 
avenue, intending to call in and inquire for Lotte ; 
but just as she reached the gate she remembered 
that she had forgotten to ask Clara if Lotte was in 
the secret, and not knowing how to answer if any 
inquiries were made, thought she had better keep 
out of harm's way, so she retraced her steps, and 
took a walk into the village instead. 

She was almost as well known there among the 
poor as either Mrs. Molesworth or Clara, for being 
accustomed at home to visit under Mrs. Dalton's 
directions, she often begged Lotte to allow her to 
accompany her in her visits to their poor pen- 
sioners. 

One old woman had taken an especial fancy to 
her, and seemed always to prefer her company to 
that of any of the others. 

Lotte told her she ought to consider it a great 
compliment, as Widow Green was by no means 
lavish of her thanks in general ; but the feeling of 
admiration was not at all reciprocated by Ear- 
nestine ; indeed, she almost disliked the old woman, 
she would quite, only she was poor and ailing, and 
therefore she pitied her. On her way home, she 
went in to see her, and found her as usual full of 
complaints and grievances. " She hadn't had a wink 
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of sleep all night, those dogs up at the park did 
nothing but howl; a pity it was that people 
couldn't live without a pack of them noisy beasts 
always running after them ; but there, people who 
was rich and well didn't care much for Ihem who 
was ill and poor, 'Twas the way of the world, 
she hoped she shouldn't live to want help much 
longer." 

Earnestine asked what she could do to assist her. 

'^ Oh, nothing ; she didn't want help. She had 
some taties, and she s'posed that was good enough 
for her ; though, if Miss Dalton had a shilling of her 
own to spare, she wouldn't mind taking it." Ear- 
nestine gave her eighteenpence, and promised to ask 
Lady Dexham to send her a draught to make her 



" She was much obliged for the young lady's 
kindness. She s'posed she meant kindly, but she 
didn't want no draughts ; not she, indeed ; she had 
got enough of them in the house already, cutting 
her in two, and blowing out the candle the minute 
'twas lighted." 

Earnestine rising to leave was a fresh source of 
complaint. 

" Well, well, if sh6 must go she must, she s'posed, 
no doubt she was tired of sitting talking to a poor 
old woman, who was all alone in the world. 
'Twasn't many folks she cared about seeing, and 
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she wouldn't keep anybody in her house who didn't 
want to stay." 

" Did not some of her neighbours visit her ? " 

" No, and she didn't want them ; she made no 
acquaintances with nobody; she wasn't fond of 
gossip, and prefered keeping her place to herself." 

Eamestine said she would come again very soon, 
and then she should be able to pay a longer visit. 

" She was much obliged, and if the young lady 
liked to come she should be happy to see her, but if 
not, she could stay away like the rest of 'em." 

Turning into one of the side walks of the park, 
Eamy met Captain Macclaughton and Clara ; she 
would have passed on with a nod, but Captain 
Macclaughton stepped forward and held out his 
hand. 

'^ Will you not congratulate me. Miss Dalton ? " 

" With much pleasure," said she, giving him a 
hearty shake. " I think you have cause for con- 
gratulation," laying rather an emphasis on the you. 

" Then you think Miss Molesworth has not ? You 
think I am not worthy of such a prize ? Is it so ? " 

" I hardly know, sir ; you must take great care 
of her." 

" Will I not ? Do you doubt it ? " 

She looked so pretty and happy standing there 
with her arm linked in his, yet so fragile and deli- 
cate, was he really fit to be her protector through 
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life ? Earnestine thought he was not, but why she 
could not tell. 

Just then the luncheon bell sounded, and Earnes- 
tine ran on to prepare. 

^* Is she not a pretty girl ? " asked Clara, as soon 
as she was out of hearing. 

'* Very uncommon, very," was the reply. 

During luncheon nothing was said of the engage- 
ment, but as everybody appeared to be very 
amiable, Earnestine felt sure the affair had passed 
off without any contretemps. 

There was to be a dinner-party in the evening, 
and all the afternoon, of course, Clara was not to be 
found, so Eamy was obliged to wait for any further 
information on the subject until Clara was more at 
liberty. 

Certainly Earnestine did look very uncommon, 
and so Clara thought, as she made her appearance 
in the drawing-room arrayed in evening costume. 

She was taken into dinner by a Sir Horace 
Edwards, who seemed to think her extremely be- 
witching, and would have commenced a desperate 
flirtation had she allowed him to do so ; but Earny 
was very particular, and never permitted any one to 
say to her little fulsome speeches with no meaning. 

One of her companions once asked her what it 
mattered, it was an easy way of employing a few 
idle moments. 
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'^ It does matter a great deal, I think/' replied 
Eamestine; ^^at least it would to me. It must 
make one feel so degraded, so unworthy of any- 
thing higher. It is just as if they said, ^ What a 
frivolous mind you have, caring for nothing but 
baubles ; ' if they do not say this, they must think it, 
or they never would make such stuff a topic of 
conversation," 

*' Who is that young lady standing by the piano? " 
asked an elderly lady, seated next Lady Dexham, 
that same evening in the drawing-room. 

" Which do you mean ? The one with the white 
roses?" 

" Yes." 

" Miss Dalton; she was a schoolfellow of Lotte's, 
and has been spending some weeks with us." 

'' What a fine girl ! " 

" Yes, she is very much admired." 

" I should think so. What a classical little head 
she has, and such splendid eyes ; not splendid though, 
that is the wrong word ; splendid is generally some- 
thing that dazzles, and hers have too soft an expres- 
sion for that." 

" Something more winning than dazzling." 

"Yes, and so speaking. I fancy I have seen 
something like them somewhere. I think it must 
have been in some picture." 

"I have the same idea," said Lady Dexham, 
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but I oaxmot recall the time or place. She is a dear 
girl ; we are all so fond of her." 

** She looks very loveable. How old is she ? I 
wonder she has not been caught up before this." 

" I think she might if she had wished ; but she 
is so fond of her home, and of her mamma, who is 
a widow, that she says she could never make up her 
mind to leave her." 

^^ Oh, she will soon change her mind when the 
right one comes." 

" I don't know ; I never knew a more devoted 
child; she is longing now to return home, but 
Clara says she shall be so dull without her, so she 
has promised to remain one week longer." 

Earnestine and Clara now commenced a duet, 
and the old lady broke off the conversation to listen 
to them. Very sweet their voices were, and blended 
together in perfect harmony. 

Presently, Earnestine was asked to play a solo, 
and, the gentlemen coming in during the perform- 
ance. Sir Horace stationed himself at her side, 
turning over the leaves of the music, and arranging 
his moustache, which seemed to have been put much 
out of order during his dinner operations. 

As she rose from the piano, he offered her his 
arm, begging to be allowed the honour of con- 
ducting her to a seat. Seeing a vacant place on 
the sofa, he brought her over, and, seating himself 
beside her, retained her captive nearly the whole of 
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the remainder of the evening, much to Lotte's 
. amusement and to her own disgust. 

It was very late when they retired to bed, and 
Eamy, tired and sleepy, was just going to 
extinguish the light, when a soft tap was heard 
at her door, and in glided a pink flannel dressing- 
gown. 

" Are you in bed, Earny ? I thought you would 
like to know about it, and so I came to tell you," 
said Clara. 

" You naughty girl, go back to bed directly ; 
your cold is much worse, and you have nothing on 
your feet ; go back this minute," said Earnestine, 
taking hold of her by her two shoulders ; " go back 
and get into bed, and I will come to you." 

" No ; I want to talk to you here. Jarvis is fuss- 
ing about in my room, and if she hears she will make 
such a gossip of it amongst the servants." 

" I suppose it is all arranged, as Captain Mac- 
claughton asked for my congratulations." 

" Yes ; that is we consider it to be so, but 
papa does not. As soon as papa came down 
this morning, Captain Macclaughton sent a 
message to ask if he might have a few minutes' 
private conversation with him in the library. 
They were closeted together for about a quar- 
ter of an hour, and then papa sent for me; When 
I got in. Captain Macclaughton was gone, and 
papa, looking very queer, asked me if I had been 

F 2 



68 TOLD AT LAST. 

making a goose of myself. I told him I did not 
think I had^ if he meant about Captain Mac- 
claughton. 

" ^ Nonsense, Clara,' said papa ; * you don't mean 
to say that you care for that fellow ? Why you are 
nothing but a child, scarcely out of the nursery.' 

" You know, papa never will believe that I am 
grown up." 

" What did you say, then ? " 

" Nothing for some time, and then I said I was 
eighteen, and papa laughed, and told me he did not 
believe I was more than twelve. Do I look such a 
baby, Eamy?" 

** You certainly don't look very antiquated." 

" But I am as old as you are, all but a fortnight, 
and papa never treats you like a child." 

*^ I am not his daughter, dear ; perhaps he would 
if I were." 

" I don't believe he would. What can I do to 
myself; shall I put up my curls ? Yes that I will," 
continued Clara, running to the mirror and fasten- 
ing them up in a bunch behind. " Now don't I look 
older?" 

" Bather, but very queer. I don't think some- 
body will consider that style of hair very becoming ; 
but what happened next ? " 

" Oh, I forgot. Well, papa seeing some tears in 
my eyes (I really could not help it, Earny), be- 
gan to think I was serious, and kissing me, said he 
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supposed it was all his own fault ; he ought to have 
known that children did grow up sometimes. If it 
had been you^ he said^ he should not have been 
surprised^ but that I was only a little plaything ; 
and then he told me I must consider and not be 
hasty ; that I had not yet been introduced (I could 
not be last year, you know^ Earny, because of 
nucleus death) ; and that when I had been^ and had 
seen more society, this baby fancy would pass 
away. 

" I told him I was sure it never could, and a lot 
more which he said he did not believe, and then he 

' rang, and told Simpson to ask Captain Macclaughton 
to come to him. 

" We waited such an age, it seemed, before he 
came in — papa looking out of the window, and I on 
the carpet. As soon as he entered, papa turned to 
him, and said : — ^ Well, sir, I have been having a 
little conversation with this chi — young lady (child 
he was going to say), and find that she really has 
been making herself a little goose; now, as you 
both appear to have been doing the same thing, 
I don't wish to appear unkind, but my own opinion 
is that Clara. is much too young to know her own 
mind, and, therefore, I cannot allow any positive 
engagement to take place at present; but if at the 
end of a year you are still both of the same mind, 
then we will talk more about it.' Until then no 
correspondence was to take place between us, but 
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if he came into the neighbourhood, he might call 
occasionally on the family as usual." 

" Then you are not really engaged ? " 

" It is just the same as if we were. Captain 
Macclaughton says he supposes papa is right ; that 
I might be sorry for it afterwards (which I know is 
not possible), but that he considers himself bound to 
me just as much as if we were positively engaged ; 
so, as it only depends on my not changing my mind, 
why you see, Earny, there can be no difficulty about 
it." 

Earny kissed her and hoped there might not be, 
yet a year she thought might bring many changes, 
but she did not say so, and lifting Clara out of the 
easy chair in which she had been sitting, almost 
carried her back to her own room. 

Captain Macclaughton, at Lord Dexham's re- 
quest, left early the next morning, and poor Clara 
felt very dull. Her cold, too, was much worse, and 
made her feel very low-spirited. Earny did all in 
her power to amuse her, but her efforts were not 
very successful. 

Lady Dexham had been almost as much surprised 
as her husband, to find that Captain Macclaughton 
had any idea of paying his addresses to her daugh- 
ter. She told Earny, confidentially, that she had 
thought herself very wise in noting Captain 
Macclaughton's growing partiality in another 
quarter. 
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" Did you know, dear, that he oared for her par- 
ticularly?" 

" Yes, I thought so, and I fancied you all saw it." 

'* Where could my eyes have been ? We must do 
our best to amuse Clara's mind ; I daresay she will 
soon forget him." 

" Do you not like him, Lady Dexham ?" 

" Oh, yes ; I have no fault to find with him, or I 
should not have allowed him to pay, as I thought, 
particular attention to some one else," said Lady 
Dexham, with a sly glance at Earny. " His father, 
too, is a most worthy man, of very good family; 
indeed, I know no one more respected than Sir 
John Macclaughton, but you see, my dear, it 
is by no means advisable for a young lady to 
be engaged before she is introduced into 
society, it makes her less natural and simple, 
and centres all her thoughts on one object. 
Flirting is a thing I detest; yet I think it very 
ridiculous to see two young people, in a private 
ball-room for instance, dance almost every dance 
together, or else sit side by side squeezing each 
other's hands, making themselves the observed of 
all observers." 

" Clara will be introduced this season, I sup- 
pose ? " asked Earnestine. 

" Yea, we shall take her to London for a month 
or so, and show her a little of the world. I wish 
you would go with us. Miss Dalton. Do you think 
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your mamma would allow you to do so ? I would 
tafce great care of you." 

*< I am sure of that. Lady Dexham, but I should 
not like to leave mamma, I have been away from 
her so much lately. If you will let me come again 
some day and see you here, I shall like it much 
better than going to London." 

" I wish you were Clara's sister, dear, and then 
we could keep you always." 

Earny did not echo the wish ; she thought of a 
mother and sister not many miles away, from whom 
it would be very hard to part. 

Clara's cold continued to increase, and Lady 
Dexham, beginning to feel anxious, called in a medi- 
cal man, who pronounced it to be a slight attack of 
bronchitis, and ordered her to remain in bed and 
be kept very quiet 

So the last week of Earny's visit was spent in 
nursing and amusing her — ^not that she did much of 
the former, for Jarvis considered it to be a great 
infringement of her rights if any one else presumed 
to give orders in Clara's room, and ventured to 
remark, one day, that since Miss Dalton had been 
there her services seemed scarcely to have been 
required. 

" Ah," said Earny one day, as Clara was tossing 
about in bed, tired and weary ; " if you were not 
such a fine lady, but a poor girl like me, I know 
what I should prescribe for you, and make it too." 
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" What would you? Do tell me." 

'^ A nice strong cup of tea, and a small piece of 
warm buttered toast fresh from the fire." 

" Would it do me good?" asked Clara, " Do you 
ever have it when you are ill?" 

" I never am ill," replied Earny, " but I often 
make it for mamma." 

'* Do you make it yourself?" 

" Oh yes I that is the best part of it, because then 
she has it warm ; when the servants make it they 
let the toast get cold while they are pouring out 
the tea." 

" Do you go into the kitchen? I hardly know 
where our kitchen is ; at least, I should not were it 
not from the strong smell which comes from that 
quarter occasionally." 

** In the summer I do sometimes, but in the winter 
Minnie and I make it in the breakfast-room ; she 
warms the plate while I toast the bread, then I 
butter it, and she holds it before the fire while I 
pour out a cup of tea, and then we go up with it ; 
I carrying the tray, and Minnie going before to 
open the doors." 

" How nice must it be," said Clara ; '^ I wish you 
could make me some, I am so thirsty; but the 
servants would be so astonished were you to attempt 
it." 

^* Shall I ring and ask Jarvis to bring you some ? 

"Yes, do." 
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Jarvis came, and on being told what was wanted, 
wished to know if Miss Molesworth would not 
prefer some lemonade. Clara said, she was tired of 
it, and would rather have a cup of tea. Miss Dalton 
thought it would refresh her. 

" Indeed I she had always heard that tea was 
very weakening. Of course, if Miss Molesworth 
insisted on having it she could bring it, but she 
should recommend some wine and water." 

Clara was too tired to contend the point, and so 
the tea was given up and the wine and water 
brought instead. 

" The effects of grandeur!" said Eamy as Jarvis 
closed the door after having triumphantly handed 
the glass to her mistress. " Now you see that is a 
thing that I am never troubled with." 

'* Do you always wait on yourself?" asked Clara. 

" Yes, and on mamma and Minnie also," replied 
Earnestine; "it would fidget me to have any 
one always in attendance on me as Jarvis is on 
you." 

" It is rather tiresome sometimes, but I do not 
know what I should do without her. I hope I am 
not very wicked to say it, Eamy, but I could not 
bear to be a poor girl. I do so pity people who have 
to earn their own living ; it makes me sometimes 
so unhappy to hear the poor people talk of their 
troubles, and yet some of them seem very contented. 
I am sure I should not be." 
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" Perhaps you would, dear, if you had been boru 
to it." 

" I don't think I should ; it must be much worse 
for people who have been born rich to lose their 
money afterwards, as the poor Simpsons did. I 
think it would kill me." 

" There is not any probability of your ever being 
tried, Clara, dear. They bear it very well, do they 
not ? The Simpsons I mean," 

" Very well indeed ; they are all gone out as 
governesses, and don't seem to mind it ; but what a 
life it must bel Such drudgery !" 

" Do you think so ; don't frighten me, for very 
likely I shall be one some day." 

^* Nonsense I Earny dear, you do not mean it. 
Why should you?" 

"When my cousin Dick, who boards with us, 
goes away, and Minnie grows up, I shall be obliged 
to do something to help mamma." 

'^ Come and live with us, Earny. Papa and 
mamma would be so glad." 

" Thank you, dear, but that would never do. 
What would mamma and Minnie say ?" 

" All come together. I want to see your mamma 
and sister very much." 

" Then you must come and see us in our wee 
cottage, though I hardly know where we could 
pack that abigail of yours ; nothing but mamma's 
bedroom would suit her. You must leave her at 
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home^ Clara^ and I will act maid myself, if you will 
excuse the caps. I could not possibly afford such 
finery; why, they alone would swallow up the 
whole of my quarterly allowance." 

*' Not if you got them as cheaply as Jarvis does ; 
hers are almost all made-up from my own materials. 
Look at the lace on the one she wears to-day, it 
matches exactly with that on my blue silk." 

" But that is not honest, Clara." 

Oh, they think it is, or if they do not, they think 
it is of no consequence ; and neither is it much, one 
can easily get some more, you know." 

Eamy thought it would not be so easy for her to 
buy lace that cost, at the least, five shillings a yard ; 
but Clara and she were different people, walking 
in different ranks of life. How different 1 they 
little guessed then, and one of them never knew. 

In the afternoon. Sir Horace Edwards and his 
mother called ; the former to say good bye as he 
was going to start on the morrow on some diplomatic 
mission to the East. 

" A great bother," he said, " it was, just as he 
had found himself becoming strongly attached to 
his own land and the beauties it contained; so 
saying he looked ruefully at Eamy and drew a deep 
sigh. 

Eamy felt he was watching her, and determined 
not to look up. She knew she should be obliged to 
laugh if she did. For some time she amused herself 
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by examining a beautiful small ivory ornament that 
lay on the table; but at last that indescribable 
sensation which always compels one to look up 
when we feel another's eyes on us^ made her raise 
her head. There he sat watching her. Of course 
she blushed, at which he, looking very pleased, 
stepped forward and asked if she waS' an admirer of 
those small namelesses, he believed they were 
brought to great perfection in the East, and if she 
would allow him he should feel so hap — such great 
pleasure in bringing her home some. 

Eamy thanked him, and, wishing him already at 
Jericho, begged he would on no account trouble 
himself, as she considered them very useless 
articles. 

''Was there anything else she would like?*' he 
asked. 

" Nothing ; except that he might find his employ- 
ment so lucrative, in the land to which he was 
going, as to entice him to settle there." 

" Did she think she should like to live there ?" 

" Certainly not, she was too fond of England, 
and never meant to leave it;" and turning to his 
mother who was rising to go, Eamy shook hands 
with her and bowing to her son, left the room. 

By the end of the week, Clara was able to leave 
her room and come down stairs, but the doctor said 
she required care, as her constitution was by no 
means strong. 
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She was very sorry to part with Eamestine, and 
did not know what she should do without her. 

Eamy too was sorry to leave them all, but she 
wanted to get home again, and Minnie said she was 
afraid sister Earny would get married and nebber 
come. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" What a dull morning, I hope it will clear up 
before the afternoon. I heard Miss Dalton was 
expected home yesterday^ and I want to call on 
her to-day." 

" Can you not wait until to-morrow ?" 

" Yes, I could, but that would make another day." 

^^ You seem to be in great haste to make Miss 
Dalton's acquaintance." 

'^ So I am, mamma ; I am sure I shall like her, 
her little sister is so fond of her. It has been so 
dull since Vernon went away." 

" But Grace, you have already plenty of young 
friends much more suited to your position than this 
Miss Dalton, in whom you have taken such a great 
interest." 

" They are all insipid, mamma, every one of them, 
and Miss Dalton will be superior to them all ; be- 
sides, mamma, if she were not a lady she would 
not be on a visit to Lady Dexham." 

" That is no criterion. She is probably there in 
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some subordinate situation^ such as governess or 
companion," 

" But her mamma is a lady. You said yourself, 
mamma, that she looked like one." 

^^ I might have said she looked like one, but I 
did not say she was one. You draw conclusions 
much too quickly, Grace." 

^* Well, mamma, you will see that I am right, and 
if not, I will find some way of breaking off the 
acquaintance." 

" That is by no means easily done ; some popple 
will push themselves in if they once get a footing ; 
but you are so obstinate and will always have your 
own way. You will be answerable for the conse- 
quences." 

The speakers were mother and daughter; the 
latter a tall and well formed, but very plain girl, 
gave one more look at the weather and throwing 
herself into an easy-K^hair soon became absorbed in 
Alison's " History of Europe." 

A very pretty room it was in which they were 
sitting, simply, yet elegantly furnished, which led 
by two low French windows out into tastefully 
arranged pleasure grounds. Yet it did not look 
so cheerful as it sometimes did, for the rain 
was falling fast, and came pat, pat, against the 
window frames, and scattered the leaves from 
the roses on the lawn, and then ran in rivulets 
down the sides of the gravel paths. It was not, it 
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IB true^ a very animated scene^ bat yet it was not 
one to call forth the sigh that escaped from the lips 
of Grace Montravers as she threw herself into that 
easy-chair. 

The truth was, Grace wanted a companion. 
There were, as her mother said, many young ladies 
in the neighbourhood, with whom she was on visit- 
ing terms, but they were not congenial to her ; she 
always felt she wanted more than they had to give 
in the way of friendship, and she had made up her 
mind that she should find that something in Ear- 
nestine Dalton, not that she had ever seen her, for 
Mrs. Montravers had only lately come to reside in 
the neighbourhood, and Earny was at Hurst Park 
when Miss Minnie commenced the acquaintance by 
running after Miss Montravers's little poodle dog. 

Since then she and Minnie had become great 
friends, and it was from the little sister's represen- 
tations that Miss Montravers became so anxious to 
make friends with Earnestine. 

She was rather lonely, poor girl, for she and her 
mother had never been what they ought to have 
been to one another. 

She was her father's pet, and when he died her 
affection centred on her only brother, but he was 
not at home, and her two younger sisters were still 
at school; and thus, though surrounded by every 
comfort, Grace Montravers felt alone. 

Having read to the end of the forty -second part 
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in Alison's ^^ Europe," she rose and once more took 
a tour of inspection. 

It was of no use to think of going out, the rain 
fell faster, ever faster, and certainly did not mean 
to clear up that day, so the visit was postponed to 
the morrow. Mrs. Montravers was gone, she knew 
not where, and Grace again buried herself in the 
depths of the Peninsular war. 

The following day proved more auspicuous, and, 
after a hurried luncheon, Grace started for her 
visit. 

When she was shown in, she found Mrs. Dalton 
lying on the sofa, and Eamy sitting on a low stool 
beside her, with Minnie in her lap, and twining the 
child's long silky ringlets round her fingers. 

Earny had been giving her mamma an account 
of the picnic and their meeting with the gipsies, 
whom Minnie had always thought were wicked 
people, and carried away, as Ann said, naughty 
children ; but, if they took sister Eamy in out 
of the rain, why, they must be good sometimes. 

" And all this going about with such grand people 
has not made my Earny dissatisfied with her own 
home ? " asked Mrs. Dalton. 

*' Oh, mamma, how can you ask me that ? " and 
the tears came into Earny's eyes. " What is anyplace 
to me without you and Minnie ? I enjoyed it very 
much, I do not mean to say I did not, but it was 
not home." 
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" You like Clara very much^ don't you ? I should 
think from your description she must be a nice 
girl." 

^^ I like them all^ mamma dear ; none of them 
seem a bit grand, except Jarvis." 

** Who is Jarvis ? I have not heard of her 
before." 

^^ She is Clara's maid, and a dreadful creature 
she is too ; I am sure Clara stands more in awe of 
her than of anyone else." 

" What makes her so formidable ? Did she and 
you have any skirmishes, as Dick calls them ? " 

^* Not exactly, although I don't think she would 
have been backward had I attempted it, but she 
considers herself far superior to everyone in the 
house. She made me very angry once." 

" How ? " 

** About some dresses. There was a poor girl 
whom I had been visiting with Lotte, who was 
very much in want of a dress, and I knew Clara 
had one that would just fit her, so I asked if she 
would give it to her ; of course Clara said yes, and 
told Jarvis to look it out and carry it to her, but 
Miss Jarvis, instead of doing so, said she was wearing 
the dress herself, and could not part with it, and 
that prints were the most appropriate for poor 
people." 

" So they are, my dear." 

" Yes, mamma, if they buy them for themselves, 
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but surely they may wear a lindsey if it is giren 
to them ; besides^ it was no business of Jarvis." 

*^ It was one of her perquisites." 

^^ So Clara said. Now^ mamma^ that is one of 
the comforts of not being grand. I can give away 
an old dress sometimes without being called to an 
account for it ; and another thing, although we do 
live in a nutshell of a house compared to the mansion 
at Hurst Park, yet we can go into any room we 
like, which is more than Clara can. I look upon 
those fine servants as being so many ogres and 
ogresses." 

" Then you would not like to change places with 
Clara?" 

" No, indeed, mamma. I like everything just as 
we have it, and I don't want anything more." 

" If Lotte Branscombe was her father's home- 
bird, I know who is mine," said Mrs. Dalton, 
fondly laying her hand on Earny's head. 

At this moment Miss Montravers was announced. 
What a pleasant picture it was that met her eye I 
How unlike the cold affection of her own home ! 
She took it in at a glance — the fond love of the 
mother and the almost adoration of the children — 
and felt that this was what she herself yearned for, 
yet never found. 

Minnie jumped off her sister's lap and ran to 
embrace her friend the poodle, which had been 
brought expressly for her amusement ; then, recol- 
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lecting herself^ caught hold of Earnj's dress> and 
putting her towards MisB Montravers^ introduced 
her as the sister Eamy that she had told her about, 
^^ and who really had not got mannied^ and was 
come home." 

Grace IVIontravers was a pleasant companion, her 
mind was well cultivated, and stored with much useful 
knowledge, thus there was no need of various little 
bits of small talk about one's neighbour's affairs to 
help a conversation ; set her off on the discussion 
of a book and she was at home directly. 

There was one other theme also of which she 
never tired, and that was her brother ; he was her 
paragon of perfection; the knowledge even that 
anything had been done by him was almost suffi- 
cient to make it ri(jht. Vernon's absence was a 
great grief to her. 

From this time forward, Earnestine and Grace 
were much together, either in their walks or at 
home — not at Grace's home, for Eamy felt that Mrs. 
Montravers did not appreciate her mamma. She 
always assumed such a patronizing air towards her, 
and this her loving spirit could not brook; but 
Grace was delighted to take her work with her, 
and spend many an hour at the cottage, the atmos- 
phere of the house was, as she said, " so very 
refreshing, and Minnie was such a darling." 

Mrs. Montravers complained at Grace being so 
much from home, and said she might as well have 
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no daughter^ but when that daughter was at home 
she met with nothing but grumbling and discontent^ 
and, consequently, was glad of any opportunity of 
escaping from it. 

The Misses Banks, and a few other of Grace's 
acquaintances, whom she had pronounced insipid, 
prophesied that such sudden friendship, could not 
last ; it was all very well for a little time, but it 
would soon be over. Were they mistaken ? 

Earny was a good listener, and liked to hear Miss 
Montravers relate how she and her brother had 
many a time played snow-balling together in their 
young days, and (be not too much shocked, gentle 
readers) marbles too sometimes, and how he had 
always taken care that the victory should be on her 
side ; and how as he grew up he had been her friend 
and protector, and when her papa died, about tjiree 
years ago, how he had set aside more than halC of 
his fortune to be added to that of hi& sister's, and 
had worked perse veringly in his profession until he 
had gained a high position for himself. 

Earny not having had a brother of her own that she 
could remember, loved, to hear what brothers were 
like. She had known Clara's, but he was K^ginal, 
and Eeginal, as we have shown, was no favourite 
with Earny. Now Mr. Montravers's character was 
one that she could appreciate ; it was noble, self- 
denying, unselfish. She hoped, for Grace's sake, 
that he would soon return. She pitied her for her 
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loneliness. But Grace was not so lonely nowj she 
had found some one to understand her — some one 
whom she felt she could trust, and Earny soon 
reciprocated the feeling. 

Even Dick (and he wasi rather hard to please) 
allowed that the "Graceful Montravers" was a* 
sensible girl, and had no nonsense in her. It was 
not quite certain whether Master Dick did not 
sometimes get a little private assistance from her ; 
however that might be, Miss Minnie confidently 
affirmed that she had seen two bodies exactly like 
Miss Montravers and Dick in what he called the 
gub shop. 

Dick said she saw double, and had better put her 
eyes in her pocket if that was the best use she could 
mafte of them, but Minnie said it was quite true. 
She would ask Miss Montravers if she did not give 
him sweets, which thing she accordingly did on the 
first opportunity, and Miss Montravers not being 
able to deny it, Master Dick was found out, much 
to his disgust and Minnie's triumph. 

" It is Dick's birth-day to-morrow, mamma," said 
little Minnie one morning, a few days after her 
discovery witt regard to the sweet shop, '* what sal 
I give him?" 

" Anything' you liktf, my dear, that your money 
will buy." 

« May I buy just vot I like ? " 

"Yes." 
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^^ Then I know something ; ou sal see^ mamma^ 
but ou mustn't tell." 

Mrs. Dalton promised to keep it a profound secret^ 
and the next morning Dick was horrified^ or pre- 
tended to be so^ at finding a parcel on his breakfast 
plate which contained three sugarnsticks, a sugar 
cigar, and two sugar pigs. Miss Minnie's own pur- 
chase. He was rather inclined to be indignant, but 
the poor child's look of expectation, hoping, as she 
had told her mamma, that he would be so pleased, 
made him relenti and they were pronounced perfectly 
delicious. 

Minnie's was not the only strange present that 
Dick received that morning, for breakfast was 
scarcely over when the servant entered bearing a 
large parcel, which the man who brought it had 
requested might be immediately delivered over to 
Master Dick. 

" What could it be ? " No one could guess ; various 
surmises were hazarded, and, to end all doubt, it was 
- opened, and therein was found an antiquated old 
dress, shawl to correspond, and a bonnet which 
might certainly have been worn by one of Noah's 
son's wives, who went with Noah into the ark, and 
which Dick immediately recognised as the last 
Sunday attire of Miss Vickers ; pinned on to .the 
crown of the bonnet was a slip of paper, with the 
words " An enterprising spirit is commendable." 
" By Jove I she has taken me at my word," said 
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Dick^ when the unanimous burst of laughter would 
allow of his voice being heard. " But what does 
she mean by this, * An enterprising spirit is com- 
mendable?' I have not undertaken any enterprise." 

** She seems to advise your doing so, I think," 
said Eamy. 

"But how?" 

" I can't say ; you had better ask her. Send to her 
for the key." 

"Not I, by jingo I" 

" Suppose you try the pocket," said Mrs. 
Dalton ; " perhaps that will help you." 

Dick dived into its recesses and pulled forth 
something, opened it, and beheld a bright tip in the 
shape of a sovereign, with the kind wishes of the 
donor. 

" What a dear old girl I" exclaimed he. " Now 
that is what I call doing the thing handsomely. 
I'll pocket the insult with the money ; but what am 
I to do with this rubbish ?" 

" Wear it, of cQurse." 

" I should think so ; upon my word I will though. 
Here, Earny, you just stow them away somewhere 
with your furbelows, and keep them until I ask 
for them." 

Miss Vickers called in the course of the afternoon 
to offer her congratulations in person, and was much 
amused at the account of their perplexity concerning 
the motto. 
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Dick was not at home^ but she left a message foj3 
him to the intent that she hoped he would find the 
clothes useful. 

" Well, Miss Earny, and when are you going to 
run away from us again?" asked Miss Vickers. 
^* Soon, I suppose ? I expect there is some attrac- 
tion in that quarter." 

^* I don't mean to leave home again for a long 
time. Miss Vickers," replied Earnestine, " though 
really there is great attraction at Hurst Park, if 
thatis the quarter inferred, the country around it is 
so beautiful." 

" And tike people too, I expect. Well, my dear, 
if you play your cards well, who knows but that 
you might get some nice young lord for a husband. 
I am sure I wish you may ; you would make a nice 
young wife." 

^^We nebber play card&," said little Minnie, 
looking up at Miss Vickers with wide opened 
eyes. ^^ Mamma says she does not appove of 
them." 

" Indeed^ you little oddity," said Miss Vickers, 
joining in the general laugh. ^^ And so you think 
your sister does not do as she likes when she is aw«y 
from mamma ? Depend upon it they teach her all 
kinds of wicked things at the Park." 

" Oh, Miss Vickere I dey could not. Earny 
nebber is wicked ; see vouldn't learn ; dat see 
wouldn't, I know. 
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" You are her little champion, I see. It is well 
to have one sometimes. Mind you take care of her 
or some one will surely run away with her." 

" I mean to," and the child ran over and seated 
herself in her sister's lap. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A GLORIOUS summer sun shone forth on the 
minareted city of Constantinople, lighting up the 
gilded domes with its gorgeous rays. 

In one of the caravansera of the city a party 
of travellers sat smoking and sipping their coffee, 
awaiting the arrival of the caravan. 

" Confoundedly stupid ^work this !" said a young 
man, throwing down his pipe and rising from his 
low seat to give a shake to his limbs. " What a set 
of idle dogs these Turks are 1" 

" And these English, too, I should say, judging 
from appearances/' remarked one of his companions, 
at the same time glancing toward another young 
man, who at that moment was leaving the apart- 
ment with an air and step in which langour and 
self-abandonment seemed to be combined. 

"What has come over the fellow?" asked the 
first speaker, whose name was Beckford ; " he is 
completely altered. Why, when I knew him in 
England, two years ago, he always looked as if he 
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had come fresh out of a bandbox^ and now he 
scarcely seems to care whether he is dressed or 
not. What is the matter with him ? " 

** Can't you guess^ my dear fellow ? why he is 
spooney, that's all ; he fancies that he is desperately 
in love with some girl he fell in with just before 
we left England." 

*^ Oh, I see, a touch of the heart complaint. 
Terrible disease that, I should say." 

'* You speak from experience ? " 

*' Not I indeed ; never felt it yet, and hope I 
never shall." 

" You are a lucky dog then ; why mine has been 
broken three times already." 

"What! Your heart?" 

"Yes." 

" I hope it is sound now ? " 

" Pretty well, I believe ; patched up for the time. 
There is no saying how long it may be before the 
disease shows itself again. I had an idea of trying 
my luck at the same time as Edwards, only I saw 
it wouldn't pay. A fine girl, though, upon my 
word!" 

"Any tin?" 

" Can't say ; ask Edwards ; I daresay he fished 
it out." 

" I will when he comes back. What a noodle 
the man is to go moping about as he does. What 
is the lady's name ? " 
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" Upon my word I forget Monckton, or Buck- 
ton, or something of that sort." 

" You are a queer fellow to pretend to fall in 
love with a girl, and yet not remember her name." 

"Oh, I tell you I didn't fall in love, I only 
thought about it. I saw her but once, one evening 
at a dinner party at Lord Dexham's." 

" Is it Lord Dexham's daughter ? " 

" Oh, no ; she is already appropriated, I imagine, 
judging, as I said before, from appearances ; and a 
nice scapegrace of a fellow he is too. Don't you 
remember that affair at Junis, when a certain lieu- 
tenant in the Lancers made love to a black-eyed 
young damsel, and when he found she did not pos- 
sess a penny politely wished her good morning?" 

" Macclaughton ! Lieutenant Macclaughton ! 
Yes, I remember ; he deserved a good thrashing, and 
would have had it too if her father had had his way. 
So he is trying it with better success this time ? " 

" Yes, he is captain now. I did not hear of any 
engagement, but it is as plain a fact as that we have 
been waiting here for hours. She is a pretty little 
thing ; it is a great pity she should be thrown away 
on such a fellow." 

" But does her father know ? It is not such a 
great match for a lord's daughter." 

" Nothing particular ; still he is of very good 
family — a cousin of theirs in some way, and sup- 
posed to be very rich," 
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"But he is not, is he?" 

" Scarcely worth a rap, except in the way of 
debts ; but every one does not know this. I am . 
one of the privileged. Of course, when his father. 
Sir John Macclaughton, dies, he will get some- 
thing, but his creditors will claim the greater part, 
and there are two younger brothers to be provided 
for." 

" Has Lord Dexham a son ? " 

" Yes ; he was married somewhere about a year 
ago, and lives in a capital old house, called The Cot- 
tage, at one end of the estate." 

At these words, another gentleman, who had 
previously borne no part in the conversation, but 
had apparently been amusing himself with a book 
he held in his hand, looked up, and, with an apology 
for the interruption, wished to know if Mr. Luxly 
had had the pleasure of meeting the Hon. Mrs. 
Molesworth. 

*^ Yes, I have, sir, and found her a remarkably 
agreeable person. I had the honour of taking her 
into dinner. Are you acquainted with her ? " 

" Not personally, but I have seen her once or 
twice, and felt rather interested in her. Is she 
happy ? " asked he, somewhat abruptly. 

" Very, I should think. Her husband was very 
attentive to her ; she looked to me the picture of 
happiness, especially when anyone asked about the 
baby." . 
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« Then she has a child ? " 

" A little boy, she told me ; but I can't say that 
I was much interested in the communication, not 
being a baby lover." 

Several strangers entering at this moment, the 
conversation was interrupted, and the gentleman 
with the book resumed his occupation — that is to say, 
he held the book open before him, but many minutes 
passed, and yet the page remained unturned. 

He was evidently deep in thought ; for though 
various expressions crossed his face, which might, 
perhaps, have been attributed to the interesting 
matter on the page before him, the eye remained 
fixed, looking, as it were, into scenes far away. 

" Ah 1 Earnestine," thought h^, as he tried to 
repress the rising sigh, " you are happy and I am 
glad ; yet, yet, I would that I had made you so, 
and not another ; but it is too late now. I thought, 
at least, I tried to think, that I had forgotten you, 
and now, when your name is mentioned, I am com- 
pletely unnerved. Distance, that I hoped would 
untwine you from my heart, has disappointed me. 
What can I do more ? 

^^ Earnestine, you are another man's wife, and I 
have no right to call you by your name ; but I will 
be your friend. Oh! let me be your friend," 
earnestly murmured his spirit, as if appealing to 
her in person, *' I will protect you, watch over you, 
comfort you. Madman I what am I thinking of. 
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Has she not her husband to do all this for her^ and 
I must forget her. I will forget her I " said he, 
almost aloud, and with determined energy threw 
his book to the ground, making so loud a report 
that, doubtless, some one would have remarked it, 
had not the bustle of departure already commenced. 

When all was ready, the caravan proceeded "on 
its way, but he was separated from his companions, 
and heard none of the banter carried on between 
Mr. Beckford, Mr. Luxly, and Sir Horace Ed- 
wards. Silent, wrapped up in thought, he scarcely 
noticed the beauties of creation by which he was 
surrounded, and when arrived at his destination, a 
keen observer might have remarked a deep shade of 
sadness settling on his noble features. 

Poor Sir Horace I he blushed, sighed, and vowed 
vengeance against Mr. Luxly, which threat, how- 
ever, we may as well remark here, he never found 
opportunity of putting into practice. 



VOL. I. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

" Mamma I " said Minnie Dalton, throwing open 
the door and bounding towards her mamma ; " sister 
Eamy says I have been a ver-ry good child with 
my lessons, and tried to speak plainly. May 
I put on my pretty warm frock to go for a walk 
with her?" 

'' Did she tell you to ask ? " 
" She said I might if I wished, and I do wish. 
May I?" 

'^Yes, dear; but you are going out early this 
morning because you have been a good child, I 
suppose ? " 

^^ Yes, mamma ; and Earny says it is better to go 
out early, because it gets so cold when the sun does 
not shine." 

" She is quite right, my dear. Where are you 
going?" 

*^ Shopping," replied Minnie, with an air of great 
importance. 

"Indeed," said Mrs. Dalton; "and pray on 
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whose account are these grand piu*chases to be 
made?" 

Minnie did not seem qtdte to understand. 

** Who is going to buy ? Whose money are you 
going to spend?" 

^^ Mine^ mamma. I am going to buy some wool^ 
some needles^ and some ribbon^ all out of my own 
money. What do you think for ? " 

« I can't teU." 

^* Guess^ mamma." 

"A muff for dolly?" 

^^ Oh ! nOj mamma^ dolly has one ; she must learn 
to take care of that. I can't afford to buy her 
another^ can I ? " 

" No ; you must teach dolly to be careful. What 
is it for?" 

** To make Ganny Bud" — Minnie forgot the 
" r " this time — " some mittens. Earny is going to 
teach me to crochet. Won't she be pleased^ 
mamma?" 

" Very, I should thiiJc ; but does Minnie remem- 
ber that she is probably keeping sister Earny wait- 
ing?" 

" Ohi I forgot ; she told me to make haste," and 
the happy child bounded away. 

It was a bright, sunny morning, early in No- 
vember, and Eamestine and her little sister had a 
delightful walk. First they went into the town, 
where Minnie, after much delay, caused by the ex- 

H 2 
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treme difficulty of deciding which would look the 
best — brown, scarlet, or black wool — effected her 
purchases by selecting the scarlet; then they 
turned from the town, and took a walk through the 
lanes, amusing themselves by gathering up the 
beautiful brown leaves of autumn, which lay so 
thickly on their path, and showering them over each 
other, making the fields echo with Minnie's joyous 
laughter. 

Occasionally, they came to an oak tree, and then 
began a scrambling for acorns and cups, to be put 
into Minnie's little basket and carried home, to 
ornament sister Earny's leather frames. 

Minnie had been entrusted with a great secret, 
which was, that the drawing Earny had been work- 
ing so hard to finish during Minnie's lesson hour, 
was for mamma on her birthday, and that a frame 
had to be made in which to put it. 

How delighted the child was on being told that 
no one knew the secret but herself and Earny, and 
she assured her sister that nobody should wring it 
out of her — an expression she had evidently learned 
from Master Dick. 

The basket was about half full, and Earny was 
thinking of retracing her steps, when over the stile 
sprang a young lady in the form of Grace Mon- 
travers. 

" How shabby of you, Earny, to run away from 
me like this I I have been longing for a walk all 
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the morning, and dared not ask you to go with me 
until this little rogue had finished her lessons, and 
then, when I went for you, I heard you had been 
gone more than half an hour. I thought, perchance, 
I might find you here, so followed as quickly as a 
lady-like deportment would allow," 

Earny explained how it was they had come out 
earlier than usual, and asked Miss Montravers to 
accompany them home. 

" No, thank you," said Grace, " I cannot this 
morning, for I promised mamma I would be home 
by one o'clock, but do walk back with me. You 
do not dine until two, your mamma told me so." 

Earny had been wanting to ask Miss Montravers 
for a pattern she promised to lend her, and said she 
would return with her and fetch it." 

When they reached the house, Earny proposed 
waiting in the hall, while Grace went upstairs for 
the pattern, but Miss Montravers insisted on her 
going up with her. 

" If you please, miss," said a servant, stepping 
forward as they entered, " there is a gentleman in 
the drawing-room, wishing to see you." 

"To see me?" said Grace. "What is his 
name ? ". 

** I was desired not to give his name, miss, but to 
ask you to go in as soon as you came home." 

" Some creature come begging ; no doubt, that 
Bell again ; but, Ann, you should not have shown 
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him in there and left him alone, he may not be 
honest. Where is mamma ? " 

" She has been^ out about half an hour, miss, 
and desired me to say, she would be back by one 
o'clock." 

^* Come along then, Eamy, and help me to dis- 
pose of this impertinent intruder," so saying, she 
approached the drawing-room door, turned the 
handle and entered. 

Eamy was a few steps behind, but she heard a 
shout of delighted surprise, and a moment after- 
wards beheld Grace Montravers with her arms 
round a gentleman's neck, kissing him. 

For an instant, astonishment almost paralysed 
Earnestine, but the thought that it must be Grace's 
absent brother passed swiftly through her brain, 
and she was just taking hold of Minnie's hand to 
lead her out of the room, thinking the brother and 
sister would rather be alone, when Grace turned 
round, and, with a thousand apologies to Earnestine, 
introduced her to Mr. Montravers. 

" Miss Dal ton, my brother Vernon." 

They bowed to each other. Grace saw that, but 
occupied as she was with her own happiness, she 
saw something more — ^the strange expression which 
passed over the face of each. 

What predominated most in her brother's ex- 
pression was perplexity ; in Eamy's^ surprise. They 
looked at each other again, and Eamy blushed 
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deeply. What could it mean? Grace could not 
understand it, and there was no opportunity then 
for an explanation, for Mrs. Montravers's step was 
heard in the hall, and Eamestine, with a hurried 
shake of the hand with Grace and a bow to Mr. 
Montravers, took her departure. 

Minnie wondered at her sister's silence all the 
way home, and thought she must be very tired, 
which supposed fact she communicated to her 
mamma the moment they entered the sitting-room, 
with the addition that they had seen a great tall 
man with his arms round Miss Montravers's neck, 
and that she was kissing him; *^and only tink, 
mamma, it was her budder, dat she wanted to come 
home like I did sister Earny ven she stayed avay so 
long," said the child, in the tone of a person who 
feels he is imparting a piece of great information. 

" Her brother, Earny ? Has he really come ? " 
asked Mrs. Dalton. 

^^ Yes really, mamma ; but that is not the 
strangest part of the tale. B.un, Minnie dear, and 
ask Ann to get you ready for dinner," said Earny, 
and as the child closed the door, continued, "Whom 
do you think her brother is, mamma?" 

" Why, I should say her brother, my dear, un- 
less you tell me otherwise," replied Mrs. Dalton, 
laughing. 

" Yes, m'anmia dear, of course ; but do you know 
we have seen him before ? " 
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"Indeed I Where?". 

" Do you not remember a long time ago, before 
Lotte w«as married, that tall, dark gentleman, that 
used sometimes to sit near us at church?" 

" Yes, my dear ; whom you took such an interest 
in one Sunday because he looked so sad ; surely it is 
not he?" 

" Yes, mamma, it is ; I knew him directly I saw 
his face, and I half thought he recognised me, he 
looked so puzzled, as if he fancied he had seen me 
before, but could not tell where." 

" How extraordinary I Where did you see him ? 
Did you go to the Lodge ? Grace has been here for 
you." 

" Yes, we met her;" and Earnestine then related 
how it was they had met Grace and returned with 
her. " How glad I am that she has her brother home 
again. Are not you, mamma ? I hope she will not 
quite forsake us. I should quite miss her." 

Was it entirely out of love for Grace that 
Earnestine hoped their intimacy would continue, or 
did a longing desire to know more of that kind 
brother whom the sister had described in such 
glowing colours, mingle with other feelings ? If so, 
Earnestine would not have acknowledged it, even 
to herself. 

The first delight of meeting over. Miss 
Montravets began to examine her brother more 
attentively. Yes, he was altered ; she was sure of 
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it ; much altered, since she saw him last ; his resi- 
dence in a warmer climate had doubtless done 
much towards it^ but not all ; there must be a 
something else to account for that marked manner 
of depression ; she must know what it was ; he would 
tell her when he had the opportunity — he always 
had told her everything; it is true he had not 
mentioned it in any of his letters, but they might 
have been intercepted, so, of course, he did not like 
to trust to that. Then confused thoughts of Earny 
and her brother arose in her mind. Why did they both 
look so strange ? Had they met before ? Nonsense ! 
Earny would have told her if they had. A bright 
thought followed. How nice it would be, they 
should know each other. Of course, she must 
expect to lose him; he* would be sure to marry; she 
would not like anyone else for a sister-in-law. 
Earny was the one, the only one she would have — 
she would arrange it all. Wise Miss Grace ; there 
IS no need of your assistance, leave them alone to 
arrange for themselves. 

"What has brought you home so suddenly ? Why 
did you not tell us you were coming ?" asked Mrs. 
Montravers. 

"Because, my dear mother, I did not know it 
myself until a week before I started. I did send a 
letter to say you might expect me early in the 
month; but finding the house deserted when I 
arrived, and seeing the servants' astonishment when 
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I walked in and ordered my traps to be carried up- 
stairs^ I presume it has miscarried." 

" We never received it, and did not expect to see 
you for another year." 

" Nor did I expect to come, but I found that my 
services were no longer required, and, therefore, 
came home immediately." 

" Like a good boy,"-BMd Grace. ** I am so glad 
jomuee-coxne, do take a walk with me in the grounds; 
I want to show you our improvements since you saw 
this place last." 

But Mrs. Montravers said she was not going to 
have her son carried off from her the first minute of 
his arrival, so Grace must wait. Perhaps now he 
was come she might find some one to pay her some 
attention, she had ceased to expect it from her 
daughter. 

Mr. Montravers looked at his sister to see what 
reply she would make, but Grace took it all as a 
matter of course ; she was too much accustomed to 
this kind of reproach for it to affect her In any 
way. 

The evening was spent in unpacking and arrang- 
ing, and in hearing an account of his doings'abroad, 
so that it was not until after breakfast the next 
morning that Grace managed to drag him into the 
garden and have him all to herself. 

" Oh, Vernon," she began, directly they were 
alone, ** I was so wretchedly lonely after you went 
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away, and we came here. I thought that I really 
must leave mamma and go after you." 

" Then you and mother do not pull together any 
better than formerly ? I hoped that my absence 
might be the means of bringing out her love for 
you," 

" Don't deceive yourself, Vernon; my mother 
does not love me ; she never did. You have often 
tried to persuade me that it was my fancy, but it is 
all to no purpose. You heard how she spoke of me 
yesterday — it is always so ; yet I can assure you my 
conscience quite acquits me of ever giving her any 
occasion for it." 

" Then do not mind it, Grace ; she will know 
your worth some day, and if not it will be a satisfac- 
tion to you to think that you tried to do your duty. 
It must have been lonely for you, poor girl ! but 
have you not many companions ? There were several 
good families in the neighbourhood when I was here, 
before I went abroad." 

" Yes, but if you saw much of them you must 
know what a stupid set they are ; the girls I mean. 
There is only one exception, and she makes up for 
them all." 

" Is that the nameless lady of whom you used to 
write me such glowing accounts ? " 

" Yes ; Earnestine Dalton. Did I never tell you 
her name ? I had no intention of omitting it. I 
cannot tell you how I love her, Vernon, and her 
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mamma and little sister. That is a family in which 
love dwells ; there is no need to cajole it to remain. 
Oh, Vernon, you must know her to find out how 
true she is ; but — " and Grace stopped. A vision 
of those meaning looks passed before her. " Vernon, 
you will tell me, have you ever seen her before, 
before yesterday, I mean ? " 

" Why, Grace; what should make you think so ?" 
and Vernon's voice faltered. 

" Because I noticed yesterday, when I introduced 
you, something queer in both of your faces. I 
could not understand what it was. Do tell me, 
Vernon ; you do not deny it. Do you know her ? " 

" I thought she was Mrs. Molesworth." 

" Lord Dexham's daughter-in-law I Do you know 
them? They are great friends of Earny's. I 
never heard that she and Earny were alike." 

" Perhaps not ; I don't know. Is she really Miss 
Dalton, Grace ? " asked Mr. Montravers, with an 
impetuosity of feeling which showed how he had 
longed, yet feared, to ask the question. 

" Yes, really ; why do you doubt it, Vernon ? " 

" There is some mistake somewhere. Can it be 
possible that she is not married ? Yet he told me 
she had a child." 

"Vernon," said Grace, laying her hand on her 
brother's arm, " I see there is some mystery. Will 
you not confide in me ? Perhaps I could help you. 
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Earny is my very dear friend, and you are my 
very dear brother. What is it?" 

There was no resisting Grace's pleading voice ; 
her brother put his arm around her waist, and, 
drawing her into a sequestered arbour, close at 
hand, told her all. How, duiing his frequent 
visits to the Lodge, he had seen and admired 
Eamy, yet had not dared to tell her so until he 
had provided himself with a home worthy to oflfer 
to one so pure and good ;- how he knew he should 
not have been able to resist the temptation did he 
make her acquaintance, and had therefore forborne 
doing so; and then, when he had paid oflf the 
mortgage on the Lodge and gained a position in 
the world, how he had heard that another was about 
to bear away the prize ; and then, not having had 
heart or inclination to witness the ceremony, he 
had accepted a foreign appointment offered him a 
few days before, which he had intended to decline, 
and had started off to other scenes to endeavour to 
drive away the remembrance of her from his mind ; 
how he tried to think he had forgotten her, until 
the conversation in the caravansera, which he 
related to Grace ; and how the knowledge that he 
was thus loving another man's wife drove him 
nearly distracted. " For love her, Grace, I do, and 
ever shall," added he, vehemently, " I never could 
love another!" 
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" What need is there ? " said she, kissing his flushed 
cheek ; *' she will love you." 

" Oh, Grace, are you deceiving me ? Is she not 
another's ? Is it not a sin for me to love her? I feel 
like one in a dream." 

^^ Come, wake up then," said Grace, seizing him 
by .the collar and giving him a good shake ; " Smooth 
that ruffled brow, and ere another week has passed, 
I will deposit you in safer keeping than your own. 
Come, let us go in, mamma will be vexed at my 
keeping you ; but, let me warn you Vernon, mamma 
will be horrified at the thought of such a thing, 
she looks on the Daltons with contempt, and is 
angry with me for making Eamy my friend." 

"We will soon settle that ; don't distress yourself, 
Grace," said Vernon, who knew full well that 
however much his mother might pretend to dislike 
the family, she would not long hold out against the 
wishes of her darling and only son ; and with a 
heart lightened of a deep sorrow, and an eye that 
spoke of returning happiness, he entered the house, 
followed by Grace. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Tbue to her promise^ two days did not elapse 
before Grace carried off her brother to call with 
her on Mrs. Dalton and Earnestine. 

The latter was in the room alone when they 
entered, and Grace could not help remarking that 
although she arose from her seat and shook hands 
with her usual graceful dignity, yet a slight flush 
illuminated her features, and a tremulous nervous- 
ness in the voice was just perceptible. 

It was with difficulty that Mr. Montravers could 
refrain from giving her hand too warm a pressure. 
During -his visit he just managed to keep 
within the bounds of propriety, but that was all. 
Eamy, Grace felt sure, could not but notice his 
looks of admiration, however much she might 
endeavour to appear unconscious of them. 

Mrs. Dalton thanked Grace on leaving for her 
kindness in so soon bringing her brother to see 
^em, saying that she could not regard him in the 
light of a stranger, as, from Miss Montravers's de- 
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scription of him, it seemed as if they had known him 
for years. 

" Then you will allow me to come and see you 
sometimes?" asked Mr. Montravers, taking her 
proffered hand and shaking it warmly. 

Mrs. Dalton said it would be a pleasure to see 
him at any time. 

Need we say that he did not fail to avail himself 
of the permission thus kindly accorded. Few days 
passed that did not find him at the cottage, or 
meeting them in their walks. 

Sometimes a bouquet of choice hothouse flowers 
was the pretext for a walk in that direction, at 
other times a message from his sister. Good 
Grace, how often did she make up these messages 
out of very raw material I but what did it matter, 
they served their purpose quite as well as goods of 
a finer texture. 

Mrs. Dalton was much pleased with his attention 
to herself — he was so kind, so considerate, so 
thoughtful in every way — could it be possible that 
he had deeper intentions? She hardly knew 
whether most to hope or to fear it. If he had, where 
could she hope to find one more suited to her darling 
child, one more formed to render her happy ; but how 
could she bear to part with her, her companion, her 
comfort at all times ; it was pain to think of it. 

Perhaps she was tormenting herself unneces- 
sarily ; then she would watch him more attentively 
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the next time he came, and each examination assured 
her more strongly than ever that she must prepare 
to give up her child. 

And what of Eamy herself? She who had so 
often declared that a married life had no attractions 
for her ; that she could never leave her home. Did 
she see what was going on ? Had she any part in it ? 

Poor girl 1 her heart had been given to him long 
ago, when listening to his sister's recital of all his 
noble qualities, but she was not aware of it ; and 
now, when her every wish was forestalled, her every 
desire gratified, what could she do? She felt it 
stealing over her, and strove bravely against it, 
but she could not gain the victory ; the more she 
strove, the more mastery it seemed to have over 
her. What would her own mamma think of such 
conduct ? Had she not promised never to leave 
her ? And could she leave her ? No ! she 
was sure she could not; she would let him 
see when he came again that his presence was 
unwelcome. And then, another thing, she had 
no mon6y. She felt sure he would not care for 
that ; but his mother, the proud Mrs. Montravers, 
who considered herself so much above them, what 
would she say ? Would she not look upon her as a 
presumptuous girl who wished to force herself into 
her family. But she did not wish it ; she would show 
her that she did not ; she was a lady, quite a lady, 
and she would never marry into any family where 
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she should not be regarded as such by all its 
members. Thus she reasoned^ and fortified herself, 
as she supposed, in her pride, but all to no purpose. 
At any approach of coldness on her part, his care 
and attention were redoubled, and she was obliged 
to own herself conquered. 

In the midst of all these doubts and reasonings, 
came a letter from Hurst Park, asking Eamy 'to 
come to them for a few days at least, as the school 
children were to have a treat, and the old women 
a tea, before the fkmily went to London for the 
season, for the purpose of introducing Clara. 
It was unanimously declared that they could not 
get on without Eamy, and, therefore, no refusal 
could be taken. 

Mrs, Dalton decided that it would be unkind not 
to accept the invitation, and that she must go. 

It was now that Eamy became fully alive to the 
state of her own feelings respecting Mr. Montravers. 
To leave him for a few days, with the bare chance 
of not seeing him again, was misery. What would 
it be to be separated for life ? 

It was with a sad heart that she began her pre- 
parations, feeling sure that the school-feast in which 
she should at one time have taken so much delight 
would now have no attractions for her, Mrs. 
Dalton noticed the dullness of her movements, and, 
guessing the cause, comforted herself that Mr. 
Montravers's love was returned. 
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The day after the arrival of the letter, Mr. Mon- 
travers called, and Grace with him, and they then 
heard of Eamestine's proposed departure, which 
was to take place on the day following^ 

Grace turned towards her brother as the intelli- 
gence was given> and his look of dismay was almost 
more than her risible powers could withstand; 
however, she tried to look very grave, and with a 
sudden desire to see how far the preparations had 
progressed^ begged Eamy to take her up-stairs to 
see them. 

Mr. Montravers was about to say something, but 
a warning look from Grace stopped him, and, with 
another meaning glance at Mrs. JDalton, she left the 
room with Eamestine. 

Her brother took the hint> and thanked his sister 
in his heart for the consideration^ As soon as the 
door was closed^ and a few commonplace observa- 
tions had been made, Mr. Montravers turned to 
Mrs. Dalton, told her of all his hopes and feturs, and 
asked if she would allow him to speak to Eamestine. 
At the end of hal&an-hour (Grace so minutely 
inspected everything), they returned to the drawing- 
room, and Grace, looking at her brother's face, saw 
that all was right. 

** Etimy, will you walk a little way with us ? " 
said she, turning to Eamestine. '^ Do dear ; we shall 
not see you again, nobody knows when ; if you once 
get to Hurst Park we may think ourselves lucky if 
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we see you back in a month. Is it not so^ Mrs. 
Dalton?" 

Her manner could not gainsay it. 

" Then she is to come, is she not?" 

" I think the walk will do her good," replied 
Mrs. Dalton ; " she has not been out to-day ; but I 
cannot spare her long, for you know I shall lose her 
as well as you," and a tear trembled on her eyelid 
as she spoke. 

With a beating heart, fearing, yet hoping, she 
knew not what, Earnestine prepared for her walk. 

They had left the cottage but a very short dis- 
tance behind them, when Grace declared she could 
not, nor would not, walk at such a snail's pace ; it 
was enough to make every drop of blood stagnate 
in her veins ; so off she started at a brisk trot, and 
Earnestine was about to follow her when she felt a 
hand Idid gently on her arm, and the words, ^^ Miss 
Dalton — Earny, may I speak to you?" made her 
flush crimson and then turn deadly pale. 

" He would not have spoken so abruptly," he said, 
^'had she not been going away, but he dared not 
again part from her until he had told her how very 
dear she was to him. He had lost the chance once, 
he dared not do so again." 

The evening was closing in, and Mrs. Dalton 
had just rung to order the lights to be prepared, 
when the door opened and in another instant 
Earny 's arms were around her mother's neck. 
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" Oh, mamma ! " was all she could say, and thus 
they stood for some moments in silence ; then the 
mother unwound her daughter's arms from around 
her neck, and, kissing the cheeks wet with tears, 
said, 

** Is my child happy ?*' 

'' Yes, mamma, so happy, if you are ; but I cannot 
leave you." 

" We will talk about that another time," said a 
voice close beside Earny ; and Mr. Montravers, 
whom she had parted with at the front door, said 
he had gone but a few steps when he felt that he 
must return just for one minute to assure himself 
that it was all real, and that he was not dreaming. 
The consequence was that he remained to tea, and 
did not reach home until nearly bedtime. 

Mrs. Montravers had begun to feel very uneasy, 
and asked Grace if she had any idea where her 
brother was gone. It was such an unusual thing 
for him to stay so late without telling them before- 
hand. 

Grace said she had left him on the road, and 
supposed he had found his walk so agreeable that 
he wished to prolong it. 

He came in soon afterwards, and, in his usual 
manly way, said he had been spending the evening 
with Mrs. Dalton. 

"With Mrs. Dalton 1" said his mother with 
astonishment. "How came she to invite you ? I 
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tbink^ Yemon, you have called there several times 
wiA Grace. You had better be on your guard ; it 
might lead to wrong impresaiona, and causei people 
to make remarks." 

" What if they do, mother ?" 

** It would be very unpleasant for you." 

^< Not at all, mother ; I am quite willing that the 
neighbourhood should be amused at my expense, if 
it pleases to be." 

^^ Nonsense, Vernon ; don't give any one an 
opportunity of speaking ill of you ; besides, though 
I don't admire Grace's particular friend, yet being 
so, it is better to avoid scandal." 

^^ I don't think there will be much need of it, 
since Hamestine Dalton has promised to be my 
wife." 

** VBTiat 1 Earnestine Dalton, that poor penniless 
girl, your wife 1" Poor Mrs. Montravers was com- 
pletely dumbfounded. She would not believe it for 
some time, but when her son had positively assured 
her that it really was a fact, her anger was indescrib- 
able. She accused Grace of being at the bottom of 
it all, and of aiding and abetting Mrs. Dalton and her 
daughter in their abominable scheme, and all out of 
opposition to her.. Had she not warned her against 
them ? This was the fruit of her obstinacy. She 
would never receive her as a daughter. No 1 never 1 

Mr. Montravers allowed her to proceed uninter- 
ruptedly for some time, knowing that by speaking 
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he should only add fuel to flame ; but when she had 
exhausted her vocabulary of accusations against 
Grace, he calmly stated to her the facts of the case 
as they are already known to the reader, and his 
influence over his mother was such that she soon 
quieted down into silence, saying, as a finale, that 
they must follow their own headstrong will, but 
that she would have nothing to do with it, and she 
only hoped that something might happen to prevent 
its ever taking plade. Why will people throw 
themselves into passions and say things which 
afterwards may be the means of causing them much 
sorrow ? 

How happy did Eamy feel that night, as laying 
her head on the pillow she thought how soon her 
visit to Hurst Park would be over, and then, then 
she should be back again with him. 

It was well that all heB preparations had been 
madje^ beforehand, for not a minute had she to 
herself until she was safely deposited in the train 
which was to convey her to Hurst Park. 

" Only ten days, remember, dewest Eamy, only 
ten days," said Mr. Montravers as he put his head 
into the carriage to take one more farewell ere the 
train started. 

Earny's only reply was a look, which told more 
plainly than words that there was no fear of her 
forgetting it. 
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Clara was so glad to see her again ; and^ indeed, 
so was every one, except her friend Jarvis. 

" Old Widow Green really smiled when I told 
her we were expecting you," said Lotte ; ^* you must 
go and see her to-morrow or she will be highly 
offended." 

Captain Macclaughton had arrived the day 
before, as he had written to ask Lord Dexham if 
he might be present at the school feast, which he 
had heard was to take place. Lord Dexham had 
given his permission, and Clara was looking 
radiantly happy — his absence had certainly not 
diminished her affection for him. 

Every one remarked on Earny's bright appear- 
ance, and Lady Dexham said that if ever Clara 
was ill she must undoubtedly _send her to Mrs. 
Dalton to get cured. 

And now began the preparations for the school 
feast. It was to take place in the school-room, 
which was to be ornamented with wreaths of holly 
and ivy. In the centre of the room was to be a 
large Christmas-tree, six feet high, on which would 
be hung a present for each child, to the number of 
a hundred and twenty. After these had been dis- 
tributed, tea and cake would follow, and then a 
magicl-antern. Such was the programme of the 
children's entertainment, as described by Clara to 
Eamestine, the morning after her arrival. 

" I have been working my fingers to the bone in 
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making all these pincushions and huswives^" said 
Clara, holding up her finger, on which were percep- 
tible a few slight pricks, and pointing at the same 
time to about half-a-dozen pincushions at the bottom 
of her workbasket. " You are famous at these 
things, I know, Earny. Come, set to work, do, 
there is a good girl, I am so tired of it." 

And Earny did set to work in good earnest, and 
accomplished more in two hours than Clara had 
done in so many days. By dint of perseverance on 
her part, and purchases made by Lady Dexham at 
a neighbouring market town, they managed to make 
up a very good supply. 

The day following the children's feast the 
Christmas-tree was to be removed, and after a 
hundred old women (the village was rich in old 
people) had partaken of a comfortable tea, they were 
each to be pi'esented with a flannel petticoat for 
themselves, and a flannel shirt for their husbands 
or sons, as the case might be. 

Earny was chief director in the school-room de- 
corations, aided by Reglnal and Mr. Macclaughton, 
who, far from being oflended at the superiority of 
taste evinced by Eamestine, were only too happy, 
as they expressed it, in obeying her commands. 
Clara looked on and admired all. 

At last the eventful day arrived, and all was ex- 
pectation in the village. Earny went down to the 
school-room early in the morning to give a few 
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finishing touches^ and to deliver some messages 
from Lady Dexham. 

The sun shone brightly, and though cold, it pro- 
mised to be a beautiful day. Every one prophesied 
that it would be ; but, unfortunately, they were not 
quite right, for just as Eamy was returning, it began 
to rain. Thinking it would not be much, she pro- 
ceeded homewards, and was nearly wet through ere 
she had got half through the village. 

What should she do ? She had no umbrella. 
She would go in to see Widow Green until the 
rain stopped. Ax^cordingly, she knocked with her 
knuckles on the door, but, receiving no reply, she 
opened it and walked in. 

The poor old woman was lying snuggled up in 
bed, her head wrapped in flannel, which had pre- 
vented her hearing Eamestine's knock. 

The moment she saw her, her eye brightened, 
but her voice was as querulous as ever; more so, 
perhaps, for it was quite certain she could not par- 
ticipate in the coming festivities, and this, we must 
allow, was enough to vex the old woman. 

Eamy asked what was the matter with her, and 
found that she had been confined to her bed for a week 
with the rheumatism. She said, " She was very ill, 
but she s'pos'd it was of no consequence how soon an 
old woman like her went out of the world, and there- 
fore they didn't trouble themselves to step in to ask 
after her. She had a thought that she would have 
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come to see her before^ but people's 'spectations were 
sometimes wrong." 

Eamy was afraid to take any notice of the wear 
tber, fearing the old woman would see at once that> 
had it not been for the rain, she would not have 
seen her that day ; but, standing by the little fire in 
the grate, which she had ventured to stir into a 
blaze, her clothes began to steam, and Widow Green, 
in astonishment, declared that she was wet. 

^^ A little," said Eamy, preparing to hear some 
complaint. 

"Humph!" said the old woman, "and so you 
took the trouble to come and see me in the rain, did 
ye? It is more than the others would a done. 
Take off your shoes and stockings, and dry your 
feet, to be sure. Do you want to catch your death 
a cold, and be laid up with the rheumatiz, like I?" 

Eamy assured her it was not necessary, but the 
old woman insisted, so to pacify her she complied, and 
she was not allowed to put them on again until they 
were quite dry, and her feet rubbed in the comer of 
the blanket. Widow Green herself sat up in bed 
to perform this office, but the exertion was evidently 
too much for her, for she had rubbed them but a 
few moments when she sank back exhausted, and 
Eamy thought she had fainted away. She was 
about to seek some assistance when the old woman 
rallied, and begged her not to trouble herself; it was 
nothing, she should be better presently, but she 
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looked deadly pale, and Eamy, alarmed, proposed 
going for the doctor ; but the old woman scoffed at 
the idea, and seemed quite vexed at having it pro- 
posed to her ; she was subject to such attacks, she 
said. 

Eamy bathed her hands, which trembled violently, 
in warm water, and wiped the cold perspiration 
from her face, resolved in her own mind, as soon as 
she returned, to ask Lady Dexham to send a doctor 
to see her. 

Having done ever3rthing she could think of to 
make her more comfortable, Earny was turning to 
leave the room, when the old woman started up, and 
in an eager trembling voice (so different from that 
in which she generally spoke that Eamy scarcely 
recognised it), begged her to come to see her again. 

"To-night," said the old woman, "to-night, 
miss ; I may not live till morning ; you'll promise 
me to come to-night?" 

Earny said she would if she possibly could, and 
would not leave her then, but that she thought Miss 
Molesworth would be disappointed if she was not 
at the school feast. 

" No, no, don't bide now ; to-night will do ; it is 
proper and right that you should be there, whether 
the other young ladies wish it or no. Go, and be 
head amongst them. Do ye hear, miss ? be head 
amongst them, I say." 

The wild look in her eye almost terrified Eamy. 
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Surely she must be getting delirious. With another 
hasty farewell she left^ that no time might be lost 
in procuring proper advice. 

On her way home she encountered Captain Mac- 
claughton, and they returned together. 

The rain had ceased^ the sun was shining brightly 5 

and everything looked beautiful as before. As 

they neared the park-gates not a doud was to be 

seen^ yet the shadow of one had fallen upon 

' Eamestine Dalton. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Lady Dexham, as soon as she heard Eamestine's 
account of Widow Green, at once despatched a 
servant to request Mr. Jenkins, the village doctor, 
to visit her immediately, and to be kind enough to 
look in on them in the school-rooms, some time 
during the afternoon or evening, that she might 
hear his report of the case. 

'^ We could not think what had become of you, 
Eamy," said Lotte. *^ Reggy drove down to the 
schools, when he heard that you were there tiring 
yourself to death, and found that you had vanished." 

^' Not into thin air," said Captain Macclaughton, 
^'though she certainly came into rather close 
proximity with one of the other elements. I found 
her wending her way home alone, and ventured to 
escort her. I hope you are much obliged to me. 
Miss Clara?" 

^^ Extremely so, sir," said Clara laughing. "I 
don't know how suflSciently to express my thanks, 
except it is by asking you to perform a similar office 
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towards these young ladies/' pointing as she spoke 
to two or three finely dressed dolls, "and carry 
them down to the scene of operations." 

Captain Maoclaughton excused himself, saying 
he too much preferred waiting on real beauty to 
offer his services to anything sham. 

As the ground was still very damp from the 
effects of the morning's shower. Lady Dexham 
insisted on Clara and Eamestine driving with her and 
Lotte in the barouche, though they both said they 
should much prefer walking — Eamestine, because 
she really liked making a proper use of her legs ; 
Clara, we rather think, was not quite so orthodox 
in her motives, but that the prospect of a quiet walk 
with some one to take care of her had more charms 
for her than a short drive in the carriage with 
general company. 

They set off soon after luncheon, as some of the 
families in the neighbourhood had been invited to 
take part in the festivities, and they wished to have 
everything arranged before they arrived. 

Lord Dexham had been to great expense in having 
the school-rooms, which had been much neglected by 
his uncle, put into proper repair, laying on gas and 
water, and fitting them up, to make them in everyway 
a comfortable home for the village children during 
their school hours. And very pretty as well as com- 
fortable they looked that afternoon, as at four o'clock, 
the gas was lighted, and showed off to advantage the 
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festooned wreaths^ and the gaily attired Christmas- 
tree ; while down the sides of the room were ranged 
long tables heavily laden with bread and butter, 
buns, and cakes, for the children's tea. 

At half- past four the children began to arrive, 
dressed in their holiday attire, each bearing a mug 
with his or her name labelled on it, and looking like 
— what shall I say like? — like children who had 
made up their minds that something was going to 
happen which would make them happy for ever- 
more. 

Children who are brought up in some well-ordered 
parish in London, and have their school-feast every 
year, and their monthly prizes and presents of warm 
clothing from the district visitor, cannot appreciate 
what this treat was to thes^ little village children, 
the first that most of them had ever heard of. , 

The schoolmistress had received orders to keep 
them in the outer room until they were all assembled, 
and then, at five o'clock, when it was supposed that 
all the spectators would have arrived, the doors 
were to be thrown open and the distribution was to 
commence. 

It wanted but five minutes to the time; the 
children looked at the clock with impatient gestures, . 
and then at the door — that dark thick door that hid 
the desired haven from their sight. 

Presently the first stroke sounded ; there was a 
slight creak. 
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*' Thar er comes. I zeed her move," broke forth 
from several rustic voices simultaneously. 

" It baint — be the clock," was vociferated from 
' those further behind. 

*^ It was, I tell ee ; can't ee zee ?" 

There was no need of further discussion j another 
clink, and the doors were thrown wide open. 

Oh ! what a blaze of light burst on those little 
expectant faces, and what a shout arose. 

"It be 'eaven itself, I zwearl" exclaimed one 
more precocious than the rest. 

" I'll be dazed I " cried another. 

" Oh, but er be beautiful 1 " said a third. 

** Lookey, Jen, do 'ee zee them er foin goons ? 
I'll a a shot wid one o' them, I wager." 

** And the coake ; my eoyes, doant it zmell good ? '* 

Who can describe the delight of each child as 
name after name was called and the little figures 
came forward to receive the gifts awarded them, 
carrying them off with a bow or a courtesy which 
might have put many a fine-mannered city child to 
shame ? 

At last the tree was stripped of all but the 
bonbons (which were reserved for a scra;mble later 
in the evening) and the little oil lamps, and the 
children were ranged in order for tea. 

Lotte presided at one table, supported by Reginal. 
Clara at another, with, of course. Captain Mac- 
claughton. Several friends and visitors took other 
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tables and made themselves almost as happy as the 
children. 

Earnestine, of course^ had a table also, and made 
herself the life of the whole party. She had no 
lack of assistants of both sexes, rather more at 
times than she knew how to employ. How happy 
she looked ! How noble 1 yet how gentle I She 
looked at Lotte and Clara, and had but one regret, 
that those she loved so dearly were not with her 
there to share her pleasure. 

It was astonishing to see what an enormous 
quantity of bread-and-butter and cake those little 
children managed to eat. 

It was a matter of speculation how many of them 
would be ill before the morning. Clara said she 
had watched one little boy, seated near her, who 
had stowed away no less than two slices of bread- 
and-butter and five large slices of cake. Everyone 
decided that this would undoubtedly be a case for 
the doctor. 

After the tea was over, and grace said, there was 
a grand scramble for the bonbons and sweets left on 
the Christmas-tree, then the tree was drawn into 
one corner, and preparations made for the exhibition 
of the magic-lantern. 

The forms which had been placed down the sides 
of the room were removed into the middle of it, 
and, as soon as the children were re-seated, the gas 
was turned off, and, to the great astonishment of all 
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the little folks present, a great donkey was seen 
kicking about on the wall, with a boy on its back 
riding with his face to the tail, and whom it was 
vainly endeavouring to throw backwards over its 
head. 

Uproarious were the shouts of laughter, and 
various the bits of advice that were bestowed on 
the poor unfortunate rider. 

"Houldhon." 

" Stick to en.'' 

" Cauch en be the toil," was vociferated from all 
quarters, amidst shouts of 

« Hurrah I " 

" Thar er goes." 

" No er doant." 

'* Yees, er be," until the donkey by one mighty, 
eflPort, succeeded in turning right over on its back, 
crushing the boy under it, and before it could be 
decided whether he was hurt or not, both donkey 
and rider vanished as mysteriously as they had be- 
fore appeared. 

In their place came all kinds of animals, the 
names of which they had never heard, followed by 
views of fine London sights never seen in reality by 
one of the children present, but which some of the 
more aspiring declared they meant to witness some 
day, when they had made their fortunes and got 
lots of money of their own to take them up to 
London. 

K 2 
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There was the Lord Mayor's Show, and St. 
Paul's Cathedral, and the Mint where all the 
money was made, and the Bank where it was kept. 
There was the Palace where the great Queen 
lived, and the Tower where so many naughty things 
had been done, and the Crystal Palace all made of 
glass. 

Never were such beautiful things seen before. 
How did they all come there ? Nobody could tell. 
It must be all done by the great man who lived in 
London, and who, they had been told, could do 
whatever he liked, even to making eggs grow out 
of his head. 

It was over at last, that great treat of which so 
much had been said beforehand, and truly we may 
say that not one had been disappointed in it, only 
three little things had fallen asleep, wearied out 
with so much pleasure. 

No one would have recognised that usually quiet 
village, as on that bright December night the streets 
and lanes echoed with the noisy laughter and talk 
of all the grand doings in which its inmates had 
borne a part. 

What- lots of things they had to tell to their 
fathers and mothers about what they had seen, and 
how much cake they had eaten, and what fine pre- 
sents they had had given them I It is doubtful 
whether any of them would have gone to bed for 
the night, had it not been deemed necessary by the 
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parents, who, being but slight participators in the . 
excitement, felt tired from having been kept awake 
beyond their usual time. 

Sleep at last CMne to hush the tongues of the 
little talkers and to bear them far away into dream- 
land, there to see acted over again the wonderful 
things they had that day witnessed. 

As Lady Dexham was preparing to leave the 
schools, Eamy reminded her of the promise she 
had told her that she made to Widow Green, of 
seeing her again that night, and asked her if she 
would have any objection to her now fulfilling it. 

" Certainly not, my dear," replied Lady Dex- 
ham ; ** but it is getting late, and I don't know how 
your mamma would approve of my letting you over 
fatigue yourself so much.- Still, as you have pro« 
mised, I think you had better go ; we can leave you 
there on our way home, and I will send the carriage 
to fetch you." 

Earny was about to say that she would prefer 
walking, but recollected that it would not be consi- 
dered quite proper for her to return alone at that 
hour of the night. 

Captain Macclaughton, however, guessed her 
thoughts, and said that he should enjoy sl brisk walk 
on such a beautiful evening, and, if Miss Dalton 
vsrould allow hun, would have much pleasure in re- 
turning to escort her home. 

Earny could think of no plausible objection to 
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ofFer^ though she had an indescribable feeling that 
she would much rather return without him. 

" Don't stay long," said Lady Dexham^ as Earny 
alighted at Widow Green's doon 

" Oh, I shall not be more than a quarter of an 
hour," replied Earny, and the carriage drove on. 

The old woman seemed somewhat revived since 
the morning, and welcomed Eamestine with a wild- 
ness of demeanour which almost frightened her. 
The doctor had seen her twice during the course of 
the day, and had called at the schools, according to 
Lady Dexham's request, to inform her that he 
thought it impossible that she could recover, and 
that she probably would not survive many days. He 
said she needed nourishing food, and ought not to be 
left alone, so Lady Dexham had supplied her with 
aU that was necessary, and offered to pay one of 
the neighbours to remain with her; but the old 
woman would not hear of such a thing, and it was 
not until Earny insisted on it that she altered her 
determination so far as to allow Sarah Tibs, a young 
woman lodging in the adjoining cottage, to come in 
once or twice during the course of the day just to 
put things a little to rights. 

Captain Macclaughton having alighted with 
Eamestine at the door of Widow Green's cottage, 
set off for a brisk walk, promising to return at any 
time she would name. 

A quarter of an hour she had told Lady Dexham 
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would be sufficient, but thinking » that perhaps the 
old woman would feel hurt at receiving so short a 
visit, she said she would be ready to go home in half 
an hour at the farthest. 

The half-hour passed away, and Captain Mac- 
claughton, true to his appointment, came to fetch 
her ; but no sooner had he entered the room, saying, 
as he did so, ^^ that he hoped she would henceforth 
give him a better character for punctuality than he 
had hitherto borne," when the old woman started up, 
and with outstretched arms, bid him begone ; ^^ she 
wanted no intruders there, prying into her con- 
cerns; the young lady could not go home yet, 
nor should she," almost shrieked the old creature, 
catching hold of Eamy's dress and pulling her to- 
wards her. 

Eamy turned pale, or at least Captain Mac- 
claughton thought she did, and he was about to 
hasten to her assistance, when she seated herself on 
the edge of the bedstead, and bending towards the 
old woman, whispered a few words in her ear, 
which had at once the power of quieting her, then 
turning to Captain Macclaughton, she asked him if 
it would be troubling him too much to wait for her 
a short time longer. 

" It would be more a pleasure than a trouble," 
he replied, as he dropped his stick on the floor, and 
while stooping to pick it up managed to turn himself 
so that Earny intercepted the old woman's view of 
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him, as, looking meaninglj in the direction of the 
bed, he touched his forehead with his finger. 

Earny understood the sign, and formed the word, 
" No," with her lips ; still he seemed doubtful, and 
would probably have again urged her to return, 
had she not pointed towards the door, and then 
taken her former position by the fire, in a manner 
which showed that she had fully determined on 
remaining. 
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CHAPTER XL 

An hour later^ and Captain Macclaughton and 
Earnestine were walking towards the Park in the 
bright moonlight; the shadows were dark, very 
dark, and they seemed to frighten Earnestine, or 
why did she lean so heavily on Captain Macclaugh* 
ton's arm ? 

Who has not seen, or fancied he has seen^ 
innumerable imaginary forms in the shadows cast 
by a thousand dark objects on a bright moonlight 
light, as cloud after cloud chases each other through 
the heavens, and ever and anon obscures the bright 
luminary, and then, passing on, leaves her for a 
moment more brilliant than before ? 

Who has not felt an inward shudder as the wind 
has whistled through the trees, and, perchance, 
snapped off some dead twig, and thrown it at his 
feet? 

More than once did this happen to Earnestine, as 
she and Captain Macclaughton pursued their way 
through the Park, for many of the trees growing 
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there were very old, and now, in this light Decem- 
ber night, stripped of their leaves, they looked like 
so many spectres, stretching forth their gaunt arms 
to embrace everything that dared approach within 
their prescribed bounds. 

Several times had she appeared to tremble and 
cling to the arm that supported her. As she ap- 
proached the house her fear seemed to increase — or 
why was her left hand resting on the arm through 
which her right hand was passed ? What but fear 
could have caused Earnestine to allow another faaad 
to be pressed on hers ? and a pair cf dark eyes to 
look, as it irei«, into her souFs depths, and yet 
make no effort to get their gaze withdrawn ? 

A rastle, as it were, of a silk gown, near her^ 
made her start, her arm was saddenly withdrswa, 
and at this moment the moon shining full on her 
face revealed a look of intense horror, heightened 
by a deadly pallor, which seemed to spread over 
"er features. 

It was but for a moment, for, with one bound, as 
it were, she gained the house, and disappeared 
through a side door. 

, On, on, she rushed ; where, she knew not, she 
thought not, till a locked door barred her progress 
and made her pause. Where was she going ? 
What was she going to do ? Where were Lady 
Dexham and Clara? They would wonder what 
had become of her ! Captain Macclaughton, — oh. 
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horror! what reason could he give for her non- 
appearance ? She must return immediately^ before 
there was time to notice her absence. 

Badi^ she rushed — but not the way she had come, 
though she iraa not aware of the difference — and in 
a few minutes found ^er hand on the drawing-room 
door, just as Captain Maodu^ton entered the hall 
by the principal entrance. 

Scarcely knowing what she did^ she txodfid the 
handle, and gulped down the rising in her throat as 
Clara's exclamation of ^^ Here they are, at last!" 
made her aware of the fact that she had entered the 
room. 

** How late you are I " said Lady Dexham, ad- 
dressing Captain Macclaughton, whom Earny now 
perceived had entered the room with her. 

** And Earny, my dear, how very tired you look ; 
you are quite worn out," continued she, observing 
the tears, which she vainly endeavoured to re- 
press, rising in her eyes. ** What has kept you 
so long ? " 

With a strong effort Earny succeeded in mas- 
tering her agitation sufficiently to explain how the 
old woman had entreated her to remain with her a 
little longer, and that she had sat with her, not 
heeding the hour, until Captain Macclaughton came 
the Second time to take her home. 

"How you shiver, my dear; I am sure you 
have taken cold. It was very wrong of me to 
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allow you to walk, I ought to have sent the car- 
riage." 

" No, thank you, I managed very well — that is," 
said Earny, instantly correcting herself, '* I have 
toot taken cold, but I am very tired. I wish I had 
returned with you. Lady Dexham." 

As she uttered the last sentence with marked 
emphasis, her eye, flashing, as itseemed, with proud 
disdain, sought Captain Macclaughton*; he was 
standing behind Clara with his two hands leaning 
on the back of her chair, evidently listening to all 
that passed. His eye was on the carpet, so that 
Eamy's look was lost upon him, but her words and 
tone seemed to convey some meaning to his mind, 
and a contemptuous smile lurked round the comers 
of his mouth. 

Earnestine alone observed it, and it made the 
blood tingle in her veins, as it mounted even to the 
roots of her hair, but she felt that she was power- 
less,: a spoken sarcasm she could have refuted, but 
not an implied one. 

Lady Dexham rang for her maid, and ordered her 
to take off Miss Dalton's bonnet and cloak, and to 
tell the cook they were now quite ready for supper. 

Earnestine requested to be allowed to retire at 
once to bed, as it was getting late ; but Lady Dex- 
ham insisted on her first taking some refreshnient, 
as she had eaten nothing but a small piece of the 
children's cake since their early lunch-dinner. 
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During supper, the events of the day were dis- 
cussed, and an account given of the proceedings to 
Lord Dexham, who had been prevented being pre- 
sent except for a few minutes during the early part 
of the afternoon. 

They were all dreadfully tired, they said, and 
were quite ready for bed; even Captain Mac- 
claughton appeared to have lost his usual anima- 
tion, as he sat next to Clara and assisted her to 
what was nearest him without even asking her 
which she preferred, roast chicken or cold beef. 
• Lord Dexham scolded his wife — that is to say, he 
approached as near doing so as it was possible for 
him — for allowing Miss Dal ton to dance attendance 
on a croaking old woman, after such a fatiguing 
day, and laid his commands, as head of the house, 
on Eamestine, that she was on no account to think 
of rising on the morrow until luncheon time. If she 
did, he said, he should forbid her the school-rooms 
during the old people's tea on the following after- 
noon. 

Earnestine thanked him, promising to obey his 
commands ; in truth, it was a relief to her to feel 
that she need not go through the ordeal of the next 
morning's breakfast in public. 

TVith a weary head and aching heart she closed 
her eyes that night, to endeavour to forget in sleep 
the anxious thoughts that had stolen on her during 
the last few hours, but sleep was not in a concilia- 
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tory mood^ and kept aloof, and, worn out with fatigue 
and excitement, Earny gave vent to the flood of 
tears that had been long gathering within her. 

What a change had come to her since last she 
had laid her head upon that pillow I Then she was 
bright, hopeful, resting as it were on coming hap- 
piness ; now she was sad and weary, weighed down 
with the weight of a secret, which, were she to re- 
veal it, might for ever blight the happiness of one 
very dear to her, of one who might, perchance, be 
bowed down with the knowledge of it. 

As hour after hour passed away, she lay revolving 
in her mind the difficulty of her position. How was 
she to act? What would be the right course to 
pursue ? And the answer to each question seemed 
to be — Be silent. And then followed the remem- 
brance of her own indiscretion ; there she must be 
silent also, for how could one thing be explained 
unless the other were used as the key to the ex- 
planation? 

It was a hard struggle that took place that night 
between Eamestine and her conscience, for love on 
each side strove for the mastery, joined on one side 
by inclination, on the other by, perhaps, duty. At 
one moment, inclination almost gained the victory, 
then inclination assumed a different form, and 
stretched out its hand and pointed towards its 
opponent, as if seeking a union with it. 

The combat lasted long, and the morning hours 
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had three times chimed before it ended, as it had 
begun, with the words — Be silent ; and Eamy re- 
peated them several times in the still darkness, 
as it were, to engrave them on the mind, and 
while doing so, fell into a broken and troubled 
sleep. 

It was late the next morning when she was 
aroused by Lady Dexham's maid rapping at the 
door with her breakfast; at first she merely mur- 
mured a reply, but as the rap was repeated she be- 
came conscious of something' oppressing her, of 
something to which she could give no name, and 
started up in dismay to answer the summons. 

Who knows not the sad awakening after a sleep 
preceded by some deep trouble — how the air around 
one's bed seems filled with some unseen sorrow 
hanging over one just at suflGicient distance to pre- 
vent it for some moments from being perceptible, 
then as one's senses become more enlivened it breaks 
forth and prostrates one with an iron hand ? 

It was some seconds before Earny could recall 
the events of the past night ; gradually the remem- 
brance of them returned to her, and a feeling as of 
desolation pervaded her very being. 

But Eamestine Dalton was not one to sink under 
trouble ; her principles were too strong, her faith too 
firm ; she would receive it as a gift and make a 
friend of it, until at last it would embrace her and 
stamp on her forehead the symbol of peace. 
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Thus she decided^ and hope lent her at times its 
sustaining power. 

According to Lord Dexham's instructions^ she 
remained in her room until the luncheon bell 
sounded, and then joined the others in the library, 

"How is my patient?*' said Lord Dexham, 
placing her a chair on his right hand as she entered 
the room ; " pale and languid stilly I see. I don't 
think, my dear, that you ought to go to the schools 
again to-day. What do you say, mamma ? Cannot 
that idle child, Clara, there, do what is necessary 
to be done without riding this willing horse to 
death?" 

Eamy said,she should like to go, she was not very 
tired; but her looks belied her words, and Clara 
even, who felt sure that nothing would turn out 
well without Earny's superintendence, proposed her 
remaining at home until everything was ready and 
all the old people assembled. 

Earny appeared to acquiesce in this arrangement ; 
but when Lady Dexham and Clara walked into the 
school-rooms about four o'clock in the afternoon, 
they heard that Miss Dalton had already been there 
for more than an hour, arranging the evergreens on 
the long line of tables on which the tea was laid 
out, and that she had left a short time before they 
arrived, promising to return in time to head one of 
the tables. 

By and by she came in, looking flushed, and 
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shortly afterwards Captain Macclaughton joined 
them. He had gone out soon after breakfast, and 
had been unexpectedly detained, he said, until that 
very moment. 

Clara had been feeling rather vexed at not 
having him with her during the last few hours of 
his visit ; but as soon as he made his appearance all 
her vexation vanished, and, brightening up, she 
carried her little fairy figure into every part of the 
room, handing cake to one and tea to another, till 
there was scarcely an old woman there who had not 
pronounced a blessing on the pretty young creature, 
so simple and lowly in her high station, " wid ne'er a 
bit o' pride aboot 'er," as many of them remarked, 
" tho' she was un o' the great uns o' the land." 

As Clara passed some cups of tea down the table 
at which Eamy was presiding, several anxious eyes* 
followed her, and many a whispered blessing. 
Eamestine could not but notice the sadness of the 
look with which many regarded her, and, desirous 
of knowing the cause, she paid more attention to the 
conversation carried on by two old women seated 
near her. 

*' How b'utiful she be," said one. 

*' Iss," replied the other ; " but it baint the buty 
of arth ; hern be an angePs face. She baint long 
for this warld." 

'* Don't ee think zo ? Well, I a thought zom'at 
o'the zame thing myself; er looks too nathereel. 

VOL. T. L 



146 TOLD AT LAST. 

Er doant look like er did when er oame yer zomat 
more than a yaar agone ; then er war roand and 
rosy, now eer be getting zpare like. We'll hav' a 
zad toime hup o' the Park afore long." 

" The Lord help 'em ! 'Twill be an hawful thing 
fur 'em to part frum 'er. They doant zee ut thar- 
zelves, I s'pose tho', or they wouldn't be fur taking 
'er hup to Lon'on to get dazed to death wid all the 
foin splenduars thar." 

" No ! no ! 'tis too hawful a thing to come into 
theirn heads, and the realty, I specs, will nigh kill 
'em. We be both old, dame, and come near the 
end o' our jarney ; but zoinat tells me that 'er will 
be one o' the angels sent to welcome us into the 
kingdom;" and the old woman wiped her hand 
across her eyes. 

• ^* Thar now ; doant talk no moor about it, fur 
'ee make me feal quite choild lik, and 'twould be 
hawful oot o' place to begin a crying hyer." 

Though Earny had been, as before, engaged in 
filling every empty cup that was brought to her ; 
yet the employment was quite mechanical, so 
absorbed was she in listening to the words of the 
two old dames. 

Then she looked at Clara, and wondered if what 
they said was likely to prove true. She had often 
thought her delicate; but it had never forced itself 
on her mind as it seemed to have done on that of 
her poor neighbour?. 
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Was she growing thinner, and yet becoming Mch 
day more beautiful ? Earny tried to recall het ta 
her mind as she had stood with her at the altar rails 
when Beginal and Lotte were married ; and as her 
eye rested on Clara's face, now upturned to ask 
that brother some question conoerning one of the 
gas jets which had gone out, she saw that she was 
indeed altered ; yet only, as tho old women had 
obserred, by having changed from a rosy, plump, 
laughing child, into a thin, delicate, fairy-like 
maiden. As Clara moved away, the light fell on 
her small beautifully formed head, casting a halo 
around it ; and Earny, as she remarked it, felt that 
her days were indeed numbered. 

There was something startingly solemn to Earnes- 
tine, in the thought that one with whom she wd^lked, 
and laughed, and talked, might soon be called away 
to inhabit the land of spirits, for she had never 
known what it was to lose a friend by death, except 
when her father died ; and then, though grieved at 
having been deprived of one who bore the name 
of parent, yet, from his long separation from her, it 
did not seem to come so home to her as now, when 
one who was to her as a younger sister, leaning 
upon her in any case of difficulty, and looking up 
to her for support, who had wound herself by many 
a loving action around her heart, was thus, as she 
thought, to be suddenly snatched away from her. 
It made her very sad, and a feeling of loving 

L 2 
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reverence arose in her heart for Chura, fixing therein 
a resolve that while that young life was spared to 
them^ every effort on her part should be used to ward 
off every trouble, every vexation, that might approach 
to annoy her. 

It seemed, perhaps, almost useless self-devotion 
on Earny's part; for what danger was there of 
aught coming near to harm the rich and beautiful 
daughter of Lord Dexham, that she, her humble 
friend, could prevent. But a humble friend is 
oftimes a surer foundation upon which to lean than 
one moving in the same sphere, whose life is beset 
with the same temptations, the same petty 
jealousies. 

It was a very fervent kiss that Eamy pressed on 
Clara's cheek as they were about to separate for the 
night, and contained so much warmth, so much 
fond affection, that Clara scarcely understood it. 

" Are you quite well, Eamy dear? " she asked, 
as Eamestine's face gradually assumed a crimson 
hue under Clara's inquiring gaze. 

" Yes, dear, quite ; why do you ask ? Do I not 
look 80 ? " replied she, turning towards the mirror, 
as if for the purpose of taking a survey of her own 
appearance. 

*^ No ; I don't think you do, at least you don't 
look like yourself. I have thought once or twice to- 
day how queer you were, and last night too. Beally, 
Eamy, if I had not known who you and Captain 
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Macclaughton were^ I should almost have imagined 
you to have been two lovers on the eve of a 
desperate quarrel^ like one reads about in novels." 

Eamestine tried to subdue the tell-tale colour, 
that would rise even to her eyebrows, but not being 
successful she stammered forth something about the 
heat of the room, and hastily bade her good night. 
. The next day was the one that Earnestine had 
fixed upon for her departure, and she was inquiring 
about the trains, when a servant came in to say that 
Sarah Tibs had just come up from the village to 
ask the young lady, meaning Miss Dalton (Simpson 
thought it quite necessary to state who was intended 
by the young lady, as Clara was the one always 
designated by that title at Hurst Park), if she 
would come to see Widow Green just once more, 
as she felt she was a dying. 

Eamestine instantly put on her bonnet and shawl 
and hastened down to the village. Clara offered to 
accompany her, but Eamy would not permit her to 
do so, unless she really wished to see the old woman 
once more alive, saying she did not think she would 
be a pleasant object to look upon, and Clara, who 
had only offered to accompany Eamestine fearing 
she might not like to go alone, was very glad of an 
excuse for remaining at home. 

It was quite true the old woman was dying, her 
breath was nearly gone, but she opened her eyes at 
the sound of Eamy's voice, and pointed to the 
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clergyman who w«8 kneeling at the foot of h*r 
bed. 

Mr, Wilmot had been with her some hours, and 
his presence seemed to compose her, for each time 
he rose as if to leave the room she motioned to 
him to sit down again. 

She had at first refused to allow him to visit her, 
saying that she saw no good in it ; " we were all 
sinners, the parson among the rest, one of 'em had 
told her so a long time ago when she went to church 
with her boy, and if so, what was the good of his 
coming preaching to her, let en cure hisself fust ; 
'twas all very well in the poopit, they had to earn 
their bread and they was paid for't, so o' course they 
must do it or they'd get no money, but slie didnHi 
want none o' em near her with their starched faces 
and stuckt up ways." 

But Earny had reasoned with her, axvd pressed it 
so much that she had at last consented. 

As Mr. Wilmot rose from his knees, Earny came 
forward, and, stooping down, applied her lips to the 
furrowed forehead of the dying woman. 

A look of great surprise, followed by one of deep 
thankfulness, crossed the face of the old creature ; 
then, snatching hold of Earny's hands, she drew 
them to her lipsj and covering them with kisses 
asked God to bless her. Fojf some minutes they 
remained thus, until Sarah Tibs coming in, the old 
woman asked them to prop her up in bed while she 
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gave a few directions about her little bits of things, 
as she called them, which she begged Mr. Wilmot 
to see carried out. This he promised to do, and 
comforted by this assurance, sh6 once more blessed 
Earnestine, and then closing her eyes fell into a 
state of stupor, from which she never awoke. 

Mr* Wilmot and Earnestine watched by her for 
some time, until Sarah Tib's mother coming to keep 
Sarah company, they took their departure, and 
Eamy, with slow and sorrowful steps, pursued her 
way to the Park. 

Clara was at the window watching for her, and 
the moment she caught sight of her bonnet through 
the leafless branches of the trees, rushed down to 
her, with the joyful intelligence, that drive as fast 
as the horses would go, she could not be in time to 
catch the train, and must therefore remain with 
them another day ; but seeing the sad expression 
on Earny's face, she checked herself, and silently 
passing her arm round her friend's waist she drew 
her into the house and up into her own boudoir ; 
then, gentlyx pushing her into an easy chair, removed 
her bonnet, and, softly smoothing down the silky 
hair with her two little hands, pillowed her head 
on her shoulder. 

The manner in which it was done was so affec- 
tionate, so lo\ing, that Earnestine was quite over- 
come, and burying her face in her hands burst into 
tears. 
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Poor Clara was begiiming to get frightened ; she 
had never before seen Eamy cry^ and did not know 
what to do. Her hand was upon the bell-rope to 
summon her maid, when Earny, seeing the move- 
ment, caught her by the arm, and begged her to 
call no one, she should be better presently ; it was 
only the excitement of being in the chamber of 
death that had made her feel rather hysterical. 

Clara remembered that when at school. Miss 
Langam, their governess, had always ordered a 
glass of water to be administered to any one suffer- 
ing from hysteria, a disease, by the way, with which 
schoolgirls are often afflicted, and she accordingly 
fetched one for Eamestine. Earny drank it off, 
and it refreshed her, so that in a few minutes she 
was able to answer all Clara's questions about 
Widow Green. 

She belonged to a burial club, so that her funeral 
would be decently performed without any expense 
on the part either of Lord Dexham or of the parish. 
The furniture of her room, which was very good of 
its kind, she wished to have equally divided between 
Sarah Tibs and her mother, and five pounds that 
she had kept hoarded away at the bottom of an old 
trunk, she put in the hands of Mr. Wilmot to be 
expended in coals and clothing for some of her old 
neighbours. 

" Just think of her having all that money," .said 
Clara ; " and yet pretending that she never had a 
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penny but what either papa or the parish allowed 
her." 

" I made the same remark to her," observed 
Earnestine ; " and her excuse was that she had kept 
it for some particular purpose, thinking that she 
might one day need it." 

" What for ? " asked Clara. 

" I did not inquire," replied Earny ; ^* probably 
for some private business of her own. She was 
always very eccentric." 

*^ Yes, and horribly cross ; but now she is dead 
I suppose we had better try to think the best of 
her." 

" She was not quite gone when I left," said 
Earny. 

" Was she not? " asked Clara, surprised; " then 
what made you look so sad, Earny dear. I thought 
it was the sight of death that had made you so ; it 
must have been so horrible to witness." 

" I felt it a very solemn thing to be sitting there 
in the immediate presence of the destroying angel," 
said Earny ; '^ but there was nothing horrible in it, 
although her death-bed is not like what I should 
wish mine or yours to be, dearest Clara." 

" Oh I do not talk of mine, Earny," said Clara, 
with a shudder ; " I need not think of dying yet, 
I am so young. 'Tis true some people die young ; 
but I am so well and strong, there is no fear for me 
yet." 
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And Earny said no more. She could not bear 
to throw a shadow over that bright 4md -happy 
spirit, so confident in its strength and youth. 
Only, on the morrow, when she walked to the 
cottage to wish Lotte and Mr. Molesworth good- 
by, while talking of the proposed journey to 
London, in which they were to accompany Lord 
and Lady Dexham, and Clara, she hinted how 
unfit the latter looked to bear the exertion of balls 
and theatres, and begged of them to take great care 
of her." 

Mr. Molesworth laughed, and said he had become 
quite reconciled to Miss Dalton's undisguised dislike 
to himself, since she had bestowed a double portion 
of love on his sister. 

" Oh, Reggy — Mr. Molesworth, I mean," stam- 
mered Earny, in confusion at having addressed him 
as every one in the house did but herself ; " you 
must forgive me. I fear I have often been almost, 
if not quite, rude to you. It is very strange, I can- 
not think how it was that I became so prejudiced 
against you." 

^^ Nor I, either," replied he, " seeing what a 
handsome young man I was, captivating even Miss 
Lotte with my appearance. Do you know. Miss 
Dalton, that she actually spends hours in vainly 
endeavouring to trace some likeness in that chubby 
face," pointing, as he spoke, to his little boy, sitting 
on Lotte's lap, " to the classic features of his father. 



TOLD AT LAST. 155 

pinohingits poor little fat nose into every shape 
imaginable to make it resemble mine." 

Lotte smiled, and told him not to tell suoh fibs. 
" The truth is, Earny," said she, *^ that he is 
always laughing at baby, calling him a little Dutch- 
man, just to provoke me, though I know all the 
time he is as proud of him as it is possible for a 
father to be." 

" And 80 he ought to be," said Earny, lifting the 
little fellow from his mother's lap and kissing him, 
" and unless he is treated in a more respectful 
manner, I shall lay claim to him and carry him off." 

" Ah ! " cried Lotte, " if all your schoolgirl 
castles in the air had come to anything, you would 
really have had some claim to him." 

" Only fancy, Reginal, one of Eamy's greatest 
troubles at school was that she had not a brother 
who could marry me, and make me her sister." 

'^ And make me die of a broken heart, which I 
verily believe I should have done if you had not 
had me. Oh ! Miss Dalton, I thought you were 
hard-hearted, but I never knew that you were so 
cruel as that before. What ought I say to you ? " 

" That you forgive all past offences, and then 
behave as kindly to Lotte and to Lotto's baby, as 
my brother would have done, had I had one," re- 
plied Earny, in a slightly tremulous voice. 

^^ That is, supposing he had loved my Lotte, I 
presume. Miss Dalton ? " 
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" He would have done that, I know/* said Earny ; 
" there is no supposition required." 

" Indeed, and are you equally sure that somebody 
else would have loved him." 

'^ Yes, there is no doubt about it. Lotte would 
have been his wife, even had he been downright 
ugly." 

" What do you say to that, ma'am ?" asked Regi- 
nal, addressing Lotte ; " I really begin to feel quite 
jealous of this supposed brother. I trust, Miss 
Dalton, there is no fear, of one turning up any- 
where; if so, I hope you will give me notice, that 
I may prepare myself beforehand." ^ 

Eamy promised to do so if she saw any necessity 
for it, and so saying, took leave, begging them to 
take great care of Clara. 

On reaching the avenue, she met Sarah Tibs 
coming up with the information that Widow Green 
was dead. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

The adieux had been said^ the last kisses given^ 
and Earny was once more on her way home. The 
same objects that had met her eye on her journey 
np met it now, and yet they did not look the same 
to her, all seemed changed ; even the snug farmr 
houses that she had lately so much admired nestling 
themselves among the frosted branches of some fine 
old trees, looked to her now cold and cheerless, and 
she wondered wherein the change lay, and then 
she discovered that it was in herself. Yes, she 
thought, as she threw herself back in the^ corner of 
the carriage, and rested her head on her hand, it 
is I who am changed, nought else, save one alone. 
Changed 1 ah, how changed 1 no living creature 
knows but myself, and I must play the hypocrite, 
that no one may see that I am so changed. I who 
hate all that is false, who have always scorned to 
tell an untruth, must now act one. Oh I would 
that I had never gone to Hurst Park ; and the poor 
girl wept bitterly. 
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Fortunately she was in the carriage alone^ so 
that no one witnessed her grief. 

She did not weep long, for she knew that eyes 
sharpened by love would be watching for her at 
the station, and therefore she must efface all traces 
of those tell-tale tears. 

How her heart beat as a turn on the line made 
her catch a glimpse of the red brick tower of the 
old church. 

Five minutes more and her hand was drawn 
within Mr. Montravers's arm, and they were 
walking home together. 

What a happy evening that was, for Mrs. Dalton 
had been unselfish enough to invite Mr. Montravers 
to spend it with them, and she was well rewarded 
in witnessing his loving devotion to her child. 

Minnie was in raptures at having her sister back 
again, but she had not *^been afraid of her getting 
mannied .this time, as Mr. Montravers said he 
should not allow it, and she knew she would not 
do what he did not like." 

Not that Miss Minnie had been at all enlightened 
as to the relation in which they stood to each other, 
but Mr. Montravers's winning, yet firm manner, 
overcame the child in a moment, and she judged of 
Earny by herself. 

He and Minnie were almost inseparable, for no 
theme was so agreeable to him as that on which she 
loved to dwell, namely, her sister's praises. 



TOLD AT LAST. 159 

Master Dick had gone to spend the evening with 
some schoolfellows^ and a good thing he said it was 
for Earny, as he had not seen her since he had been 
told of the engagement^ and he meant to ask her 
what had become of all her fine speeches in favour 
of the state of single blessedness. 

They were all too happy to notice the change 
that had come over Earny, and perhaps it was 
scarcely perceptible, as she had almost forgotten it 
herself, and was for that night, at least in appear- 
ance^ the same loving, dutiful daughter, and affec- 
tionate sister, as before they parted. 

It was late when they retired to rest, and Earny 
thought that she had never appreciated her home as 
now, when seated in her usual place, a low stool at 
her mother's feet, she talked with her for a few 
minutes before parting for the night. 

Earny soon resumed her usual occupations, wait- 
ing on her mother, and teaching her little sister, 
not that it was carried on so uninterruptedly as 
formerly, for Mr. Montravers was too frequent a 
visitor to allow her much spare time, and he and 
Grace would often come and carry her off for the 
day. 

Occasionally Mrs. Dalton felt lonely, and wished 
that no one had come to stand between her and her 
child, but the wish was soon cancelled, as day by 
day proved to her how fitted they were to each 
other; and she saw with unmixed delight, that 
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however much Mr. Montravers claimed Eamy's 
attention^ her mother was always her first thought. 

It was not often that Eamy accompanied Mr. 
Montravers to the 6range5 for his mother's dislike 
to the connexion was too plainly shown to enable 
her to feel at all at ease in Mrs. Montravers's 
society^ and poor Grace was incessantly subjected 
to her mother's fits of ill-humour, as evening after 
evening passed, and she and Grace spent them alone. 

Had Mr. Montravers been aware how much his 
absence irritated his mother, he would undoubtedly 
have remained more with her, but since his engage- 
ment to Miss Dalton had been quite decided, she 
had become so moody in his presence, knowing that 
all reproaches would fall harmlessly on him, that 
he thought it must be more comfortable for Grace 
when he was not there, and she, happy in the 
knowledge that they were happy, never let him 
know the contrary. 

It was not intended that the engagement should 
be made known until a few weeks before the mar- 
riage took place, and as yet, Mr. Montravers had 
not ventured to broach the subject to Earnestine, 
but in a country town it is impossible to keep things 
secret, and every one who could in any way lay 
claim to the slightest acquaintance, even to a pass- 
ing bow, came to offer their congratulations. 

Minnie declared that '^ she had never seen so many 
visitors in all her life." 
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This was not saying much, perhaps/ as they liad 
hitherto Kved in great retirement, few people think- 
ing them worth calling on; but now that Miss 
Dalton was about to be married to the first gentle- 
man in the neighbourhood the case was far different, 
and Mr. Montravers and Earny were greatly 
' amused one day at overhearing Ann, the house.- 
maid, say to the cook, that she had no patience 
with any of 'em, and had a great mind to tell 'em 
to go about their business ; they had stayed away so 
long, why couldn't 'em wait now until they was 
asked ; she was sure their young lady didn't want 
'em ; they'd have to bob their proud heads to her 
now, when she was going to ride about in that 
beautiful little carriage-aud-pair that the young 
gentleman had just had sent down from London. 

Among all who came to say that they wished 
Earnestine every possible happiness, was one whose 
congratulations w-ere evidently sincere, and that 
one was Miss Vickers. 

Notwithstanding her inveterate love of gossip, 
she was a true friend where once she took a fancy, 
and this she had done to Earnestine. 

Mrs. -Dixon, who had formerly taken the lead in 
all the scandal with which a country town abounds, 
had left the neighbourhood, and Miss Vickers, her 
rival, now reigned in undisputed away over the 
kingdom of gossip. 

Her subjects were by no means pleased with 
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their sovereign on this occasion^ for she refused to 
furnish them with any food of the Dalton or Mon- 
travers kind, except in the way of praise, and as 
this regime of diet was very unpalatable to many of 
them, they would have been in great danger of 
being starved had they not concocted some for 
themselves. 

Various were the surmises respecting the fortune 
of the bridegroom elect ; some saying that he was 
miserably poor, others that he was almost a million- 
aire. As for the bride, that was to be, everyone 
knew that she had nothing ; how she would be able 
to provide a trousseau suitable to her position was 
more than many of them could understand. 

Miss Vickers herself was also rather doubtful on 
this point, until having glanced her eye over her 
^wn bank-book, she considered that matter settled. 

It was of no use trying to get any information 
out of Dick; on the least approach to what he 
called their insidious pumping, he made lip such 
ridiculous stories as at once convinced his hearers 
of their absurdity. 

He was getting on very well at school and 
worked very hard, but this did not prevent his 
occasionally enjoying a good piece of fun. 

As yet he had found no opportunity of putting 
his purpose respecting Miss Vickers's birthday gift 
to him into execution, but one morning, a few days 
before Christmas, just at the end of the term, hap- 
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pening to hear Earny say that Miss Yickers was 
^oing out to spend the day, and would not return 
^ntil nine o'clock, he resolved to seize the present 
moment ; accordingly, giving Ann " a tip " to inform 
him where his cousin had stowed away the clothes, 
he found them and carried them off to his own 
room, there to remain until the sha(}ows of evening 
had closed over everything. As soon as it was dark, 
which was at that time of the year very early in 
the afternoon, he put on the old dress, bonnet, and 
jshawl, and covering his face with his cousin's black 
Shetland veil — a luxury in which Miss Vickers 
invariably indulged in cold weather — slipped out 
at the back door, and imitating Miss Yickers's air 
and step to a nicety, made his way to her house. 

First, however, he thought it best to reconnoitre, 
fearing he might be caught in his own trap, and 
crossed over to the other side of the street to take a 
^mute survey of the house. 

The sitting-room blind was still drawn up and 
.the fire burning cheerfully in the grate, but there 
were no preparations going on for Miss Vickers's 
usually esvrly tep., and no lights in any part of the 
house, so he concluded that nothing had occurred 
to frustrate her project of a pleasant day out. 

He had grown very much during the last half- 
year, and was now very little shorter than Miss 
Vickers, and her voice he had mimicked so often 
that it had become quite natural to him, therefore 
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we cannot be surprised that on his knocking at the 
door, and Betty coming to open it, she Verily 
believed that she was speaking to her own 
mistress. 

It did not enter her head at the time to remem- 
ber, that the dress now before her was one that had 
not been worn for weeks, and that her mistress 
had gone out in her Sunday best. 

" You be home early, ma'am," said she, as Dick 
entered the passage. 

" Yes, Betty," replied he, in the tone in which 
Miss Vickers always spoke when in a bustle, " I 
have changed my mind, and mean to have a few 
friends to supper to-night, so be quick and set 
about getting them something to eat." 

*^Law, ma'am," said Betty, in amazement, 
" what can I get 'em ? we got nothing in the house 
but them sausages." 

*^ There is lots of jam." Dick knew there was 
always a good supply of that in the house. 

" Be sure, ma'am ; but then folks don't generally 
go out to supper on sausages and jam." 

" I know that as well as you, but you can make 
them some tarts, and I will go out and order a fowl 
to be sent in immediately; and then that, with 
some mashed potatoes, and bread and cheese, will 
do very well." 

** We aint got no cheese, ma'am ; you finished it 
all for your supper last night." 
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' "^^ Oh yea/ 1 forgot; well, I will send in some. 
Run and fetch me my card-case ; I think I left it on 
the table." Dick followed her to the door of the 
sitting-room as she went in and took up the case 
which he had seen lying there through the window. 

"How many will there be, ma'am ? " asked Betty, 
as she handed it to him. . 

" Three, or perhaps four. You had better lay for 
four, besides myself; and Betty," said he, turning 
back as he got on the door-step, " I cannot be home 
again directly, so if any of them should come before 
I return, take them up into my room, and then show 
them into the drawing-room, and say I shall be 
with them immediately." 

"Yes, ma'am^" said Betty, in no very pleased 
humour at having so much extra work to do at that 
hour of the night. 

What had come to her mistress she couldn't think. 
Why, there was no fire in the drawing-room, not 
even laid in, and everything was covered up as 
enug as a needle in a bundle of hay 1 A pretty time 
indeed to have to set everything to rights ! And 
then, the tarts to be made, and the fowl to be 
roasted ! and potatoes to wash and peel ! Why 'twas 
unreasonable to expect it I And how in the world 
could she be ready to receive the company, with her 
hands covered with butter and flour? 'Twas of no 
use grumbling now, but she'd take care it didn't 
happen again, or she'd know the reason why. . 
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And having so far relieved her mind, die set to 
work in good earnest to get the drawing-^'ooni ready 
for the expected company. 

In due time the fowl and cheese arriyed, and also 
some spiced beef, which the man said Miss Yickers 
had ordered to be sent with it. 

While the savonry smell grew stronger and 
stronger in Miss Yickers's kitchen. Master Dick was 
going from house to house issuing his invitations ; 
he was afraid to trust himself to too close an inspec- 
tion from Miss Yickers's friends, and therefore, 
after knocking at the different doors, inquired if 
Miss So-and-So were at home, and, if so, whetiier 
she was engaged ; if not, would the servant have 
the kindness to deliver the card with her love, and 
say she was not able to wait to go in, but that she 
had merely called to ask if Miss So-and-So would 
step in and take supper with her. at nine o'clock. 

He took care to go to those only whom he thought 
were likely to come, but fearing something might 
prevent one or two from accepting his invitations, 
he issued sufficient to allow for two or three dis- 
appointments, and the consequence was that Betty 
had the pleasure of ushering in seven ladies instead 
of five. 

^^ Bless my heart!" said she to herself, as the last 
three ladies arrived together. " I'll be danged if 
that mistress o'mine aint gone right down crazy I 
Seven of 'em, I declare I Aiid one fowl between 
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'em all I Why I'd eat half o' it myself, and thinly 
nothing o' it." 

Nine o'clock came^ all the visitors had arrived, 
and the supper was cooked to .a nicety, but no Miss 
Vickers made her appearance, and Betty, dresse4 
in her Sunday gown and be§t cap, began to feel 
uneasy. 

It looked so queer like, she told the cat, for wan^ 
of a more intellectual listener, to invite company 
And then not be there to welcome 'em; she'd be 
bound her mistress was gossiping away with some 
old crone and had forgot all about her company 
and the supper together. She wished she only 
know'd where to find her, she'd give her a reminder 
pretty quick, and no mistake. 

But not knowing, she was obliged to content 
herself with devising various methods to preven^t 
her supper getting spoiled. 

The company in the drawing-room were begin- 
ning, as Betty imagined they would, to think it 
rather queer like. 

Miss Vickers was not in the habit of inviting so 
large a party, unless on great occasions, when some 
very interesting piece of news was in circulation, 
and she wished to hear what others thought about 
it as well as herself; now, as none of them could 
at present think of anything more exciting than the 
Dalton affairs, they imagined she had repented of 
her former hardheartedness, and was going to en- 
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lighten them on a subject in which they all took 
such a lively interest. 

Still it was very strange that she kept them so 
long waiting, and they began to feel almost as 
anxious for their supper as for the news. 

Meanwhile, Miss Vickers, in blissful ignorance of 
what was going on at home, bad spent a very 
pleasant day, a few miles in the country, and having 
alighted from a friend's carriage at the entrance of 
the town, was pursuing the rest of her journey on 
foot. 

Judge then of her surprise on reaching her own 
house, to discover it illuminated in nearly every 
window. At first she was too thunderstruck to 
knock at the door, and stood in mute astonishment, 
regarding the number, as if to assure herself that it 
was indeed the right one. 

Her dismay was by no means decreased as Betty, 
having answered the long-desired summons, stood 
before her in her Sunday suit, while a strong smell 
of something good came puff, puff, from the kitchen. 

*^ Law, ma'am," exclaimed Betty, before her mis- 
tress could quite decide whether she was not 
dreaming ; " I quite thought you was lost ; they be 
all come long ago, and the supper be most spoiled." 

" Who is come ? " shouted Miss Vickers, having 
pinched herself and discovered that she was awake* 

" Why, all of 'em, ma'am ; Miss Smith, and Miss 
Thorn, and Miss Pickett, and Miss " 
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"Bless my heart alive/ Betty I Are you mad? 
What on earth is the meaning of all this ? What 
Are they come for ?" 

" To supper, baint they ma'am," asked Betty. 
** That is what you invited them for, weren't it ? " 

" I invited them ! Why, Betty, you are gone oiit 
of your mind ! There, give me the candle ; I wonder 
you have not set the house on fire." 

Betty thought her mistress was right, that her 
senses had clean forsaken her, and, without any more 
words, handed Miss Vickers the candle, and stood 
motionless while she opened the door and entered the 
sitting-room in which the cloth was laid for supper. 

"You old goose!" exclaimed she, as her eye 
caught sight of the preparations. "What has 
possessed you ?" Betty only shook her head ; and 
Miss Vickers, with rapid strides up two stairs at 
once, rushed into the drawing-room. 

What a sight she beheld. The room was nearly 
filled, or at least it appeared so to Miss Vickers's 
astonished vision. All her best ottomans were 
uncovered, and the room in one blaze of light. 
Half-a-dozen pairs of hands were stretched out to 
greet her, and she placed hers in them because they 
seemed to expect her to do so, not from any feeling 
of bidding them welcome, for she was too much 
occupied in trying to comprehend the scene before 
her, to enable her to fulfil the part of hostess in 
anything like a suitable manner. 
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^'What has happened. Miss Yickers?" aaked 
seyeral voices at the same moment, as they saw 
the look of perplexity with which she regarded 
thenu 

** I don't know," replied Miss Yickers, '^ except 
that I am rather pnzzled to know how you all got 
here.** 

** Why, on our feet, to he sure. I hope yim fid 
not expect us to come in full dress ?^ 

** I cannot say that I did," replied she, thinking 
how little she expected to see them at all ; ^ but may 
I ask what brought you all here to-night?" 

Her guests looked from one to the other, and then 
back to Miss Yickers, as if not c(Hnprehending her 
meaning. 

At length, Miss Picket, who was the most matter- 
of-fact one of the party, said, ** I fear there has been 
some mistake. Did you not call and leave your 
card, asking us to come to supper with you this 
evening?" 

" I ? No ; I never heard of it What can you 
mean?" asked Miss Yickers, in astonishment. 

Miss Pickett then explained how her servant had 
told her the message, as we know it had really been 
given by Dick. 

" Why, I have been in the country the whole day, 
and have but just returned. You must have made 
some mistake, and taken somebody else's card for 
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Miss Smith happened to have hers in her pocket, 
and produced it There it was in plain letters. 

Miss VickerSy 

High Street 

.At this moment Bettj^ who had recovered 
herself suffidently to detect the smell of burnt 
sausages^ and had, therefiuoy hastened to put the 
supper on the table, entered to say that it was 
waiting for them. 

^< WeU, it is a good thing she has got us something 
to eat," said Miss Yickers, '^ and I hope we shall 
all enjoy it ; but what it is I am as ignorant as 
yourselves. I thought the house smelt like a oook~ 
shop when I came in." 

^^ Please, ma'am," said Betty, in an under tone, to 
her mistress, '^ you forgot to tell me whether you 
wished to have the tarts warm or cold ; so as they 
was getting done too much, I took 'em out and set 
'em up cold." 

'^Warm or cold, indeed I" exclaimed Miss 
Vickers, waxing wrath at Betty's audacity. ** Why, 
how could I tell you anything about them when I 
never heard of them or knew about these ladies 
coming until this minute ?" 

** Oh, ma'am!" said Betty, beginning to be 
horrified at what she considered a barefaced story. 
She felt inclined to tell her mistress a bit of her 
mind, as she afterwards told the housemaid next 
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door, only she thought it wouldn't be quite respect- 
ful like, before company. 

" Here, give me a candle, that I may go up and 
take off my bonnet," sadd Miss Vickers, snatching 
up the one she had jerked down on a side table in 
her astonisment on first entering the rojpm. " I am 
afraid, good people," continued she,^'' that you will 
think me a very uncivil hostess. It is not that I 
am not glad to see you ; but I really am dumb- 
founded at finding company invited, and everything 
prepared for them, without my knowing one word 
about it, which I assure you is the real state of the 
case." 

This was too much for Betty, and, banging the 
door, she rushed down staits to tell the cat or 
the walls, or anything that chose to hear her, that 
come what would she should request her mistress to- 
morrow to look out for another to fill her place, for 
such goings on was more than she could put up with. 
'Twas bad enough to have all the work to do, and 
then to be called a liar I and before company too 1 
which her mistress had as good as done, when she 
said she knowed nothing about them tarts. No, she 
wouldn't stand it another day, that she wouldn't ; 
and poor ill-used Betty took refuge in tears. 

Miss Vickers having quickly arranged her toilet, 
led the way for her guests into the sitting-room, 
where they did ample justice to the repast so 
thoughtfully ordered by Dick. 
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There wa8 no need of any extra piece of news to 
beguile the time, for the evening's proceedings were 
Bu£Scient to furnish entertainment to all the old 
maids in the neighbourhood for this and many a 
day afterwards. 

Each lady declared that her servant had informed 
her that JMiss Vickers brought the card in person, 
and she was so well-known that they could not 
imagine how a mistake could have occurred. 

Miss Vickers assured them that she had left 
home early in the morning, and did not return until 
a few moments before she entered her own drawing- 
room ; and that the first intimation she had received 
of having the pleasure of their society was from 
Betty, when she opened the door. 

" But when we arrived. Miss Vickers," observed 
Miss Thorn, " Betty seemed to expect us, and 
showed us up-stairs without asking us any questions; 
and she is so smart, surely you must have expected 
somebody if not us?" 

" There is where I am floored," said Miss 
Vickers, forgetting for a moment her company 
manners; "as you observe, it aU seems to come 
natural to Betty. I hope she has not so far for- 
gotten herself as to play this hoax on me ; if so, 
I'll ." 

What Miss Vickers was about to threaten was 
lost to her audience in the violent jerk given by her 
to the bell-pull. 
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^' Now, Betty," said her mistress, as that indivi- 
dual entered the room, ** you will be pleased to give 
these ladies a true account of this affair, at which 
they as well as myself are so surprised ; and then 
I expect you to apologise to them for the part you 
have acted. I am surprised at you, Betty ; I never 
could have believed that you would have taken such 
an unwarrantable liberty," 

To say that Betty looked dumbfounded, would 
be but to half describe the expression with which 
she regarded the whole party during this speech of 
her mistress, 

"Do you hear me, woman?" shouted Miss 
Yickers, getting impatient. " Confess all about it 
directly, I say, or you shan't sleep another night in 
my house."" 

" I aint got nothing to confess," at length sobbed 
Betty, bursting into tears. "You told me you 
was going to invite 'em, and I was to get things 
ready, and I worked like a slave to do it ; and I call 
you a bad, wicked woman," vociferated she, waxing 
bolder in her wrath, " to lay the blame on me. I 
will speak the truth about it, and I don't care who 
hears me. JVKssus did go herself and invite ye, 
for she asked me for her card-case, and I gived it to 
her, and she went and ordered in the fowl and the 
cheese, and that 'ere spiced bee^ and she says to 
me, * Betty, make 'em some tarts;' and then when 
she was going out o' the door, she com'd back and 
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said, * Betty ;' * Yes, ma'am,' said I, * I can't be 
home directly,' said she ; ^ so if 'em comes before 
me, take them up to my room, and then into the 
drawing-room;' and I had to set to work, and 
light the fire, and cook the supper, and dress my- 
self; and — and when missus comes back, she 
carries on these airs as 'if she hadn't aknow'd all 
about it. And please, ma'am, you'll please suit 
yourself, for I won't stay no day longer than my 
month ; that I won't," and Betty stamped on the 
floor in her wrath. 

Betty had said all this so rapidly, that it was 
impossible for her mistress to get in a word, except 
by way of exclamation ; there she sat bolt upright 
in the chair, into which she had thrown herself 
when Betty entered, with her eyes stretched to 
more than half again their usual size, and her hands 
firmly clasped before her. 

Betty's tone carried so much conviction with it, 
that they were quite at a loss to understand the 
case, and o^e or two began to entertain doubts of 
their friend's sanity. 

As Betty finished her recital by giving a month's 
warning, her mistress looked aghast, and merely^ 
saying, ** There, that will do, Betty," in a voice 
that plainly indicated that she had heard enough, 
bid her close the door and go to bed ; the things 
could remain on the table till the morning ; then, 
turning to her friend, she apologised for leaving 
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theni, saying she must go at once for the doctor; it 
was quite evident that her maid was losing her 
senses. 

They all tried to persuade her from it, and told 
her to wait until the morning, as then, perhaps, it 
<50uld in some way be explained. 

" Yes, a likely thing," said Miss Vickers ; " and 
get my throat cut perhaps in the meanwhile. No, 
no, I am not going to sleep alone in a house with a 
lunatic. You must excuse me ; I will be back 
again as soon as I can." 

As it was getting late. Miss Smith proposed that 
they should all say ^^ Good night," and walk home 
together, calling on the doctor on their way, and 
asking him to run over at once and see Miss Vickers, 
which would save her the trouble of going out. 

This plan was approved of by Miss Vickers, who 
lighted them up-stairs, and assisted them to put on 
their bonnets and shawls, and while doing so, re- 
quested them not to stand gossiping with the doc- 
tor about her affairs, but to send him off quick. 

In about a quarter of an hour he arrived, and 
Miss Vickers being on the watch, let him in her- 
self, and, without any ceremony, made him take off 
his shoes, and then, giving him a short review of 
the case, marched him straight up into Betty's bed- 
room ; but no Betty was there ; and they had to 
descend and proceed to the kitchen, where thfey 
found her sobbing as if her heart would break. 
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She W9A, at firsts much astonished at seeing the 
doctor in company with Miss Vickers ; but sup- 
posed she had heard her crying, and had sent for 
him to give her something to quiet her. 

After a long examination, in which all the facts 
were gone into, from the time Miss Vickers left 
in the morning until the present hour, the doctor 
said that he could discover no signs of mental aber- 
ration. He allowed that it was a very extraordi- 
nary case, and most unaccountable, but that Betty 
was saying what she believed to be true he had 
not the least doubt. The only supposition he could 
offer was, that perhaps Miss Vickers had walked in 
her sleep ; not that he considered it likely, but he 
could account for it in no other way. 

*^ Who ordered the fowl home ? Where did it 
come from ?" asked the doctor. ** No doubt if you 
can find that out it will throw some light on the 
mystery." 

Betty was questioned, and said it had been 
brought by their own cheesemonger. 

^^ Let us go and ask him," said Miss Vickers, and 
then recollected that the shop would be closed. 

The doctor promised to institute inquiries in that 
quarter early in the morning, as he should be 
passing that way to visit a patient. ^^ But where is 
the card-case ? can we find that ? that might help us 
a Httle." - 

Search was made, and at length it was discovered 
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lying close beside Miss Yickers's handkerchief and 
gloves on the sideboard^ where she had placed 
them on first entering the room. Dick having 
abstracted the cards^ had let it fall on the soft mat 
at the sitting-room door, and Miss Thorn seeing it 
there as she went into supper, had picked it up and 
placed it on the sideboard. 

**Why, here it is; just where I left it in the 
morning," said Miss Vickers. *M filled it before I 
came down stairs, and then forgot to take it with 
me." 

''How many cards did you put into it?" asked 
the doctor, taking it from Miss Yickers's hand and 
opening it. 

** Seven or eight ; I don't remember exactly, but 
it was as many as it would hold," replied Miss 
Vickers. 

'' And there is but one in it now; I suppose the 
others are lying at your friends' houses," said the 
doctor, laughing. 

, " All I can say is, that if they are, I never car- 
ried them there." 

*' And yet Betty says you came for the case." 

"And I tell you that I did not; can't you be- 
lieve me as well as Betty," said Miss Vickers, 
getting vexed. 

" I am willing to believe you both, and it is no 
business of mine, but there is certainly a wonderful 
dissimilarity in the accounts," replied the doctor. 
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" However, I advise your going to bed as fast as you 
can now, and I will step in and give you the 
cheesemonger's version in the morning." 

As soon as he was gone. Miss Vickers locked the 
door, and then proceeded on tip-toe to Betty's room, 
to listen if she were snoring, and having satisfied 
herself on this point, walked round the house to see . 
that the fires were out and everything safe, and 
then throwing herself into a chair at the side of her 
bed, sat ruminating over the events of the last few 
hours. 

She could not make them out in the least ; once 
she thought she could account for it by accusing 
Betty of personating herself, but the idea was too 
absurd to be long entertained. Miss Vickers was 
five foot nine out of her shoes, and Betty scarcely 
four and a half in them. Miss Vickers was thin 
and pale ; Betty round and fat, and rosy, so it was 
preposterous to imagine that one could be mistaken 
for the other. 

Poor Miss Vickers! how near she was to the 
truth, and yet, as so often happens, just at the 
moment she might have seized it, she turned her 
gaze in another direction ; had but one shade of 
remembrance of her birthday gift to Dick glanced 
through her mind, the mystery would have been 
immediately solved, and have saved her from many 
a sleepless hour. 

The morning came, and the doctor with it, to in- 
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form ICn Yicken tli«t the dwetenMniiger was firm 
in htf aamnuice that it was Miss Yicken herself 
who had ordered the things on the prerioos erening^ 
and had requested that thej might he sent directly, 
as thej were wanted for supper. 

<'As if I shouldn't know Miss Tickers aU the 
world oyer," said the man, laughing, when the 
doctor hinted that he might be mistaken. 

This, it is needless to say, he did not repeat to 
Hiss Vickers, but he told her that he had met Miss 
Smith and Miss Peel on his way, and they had 
charged him with a message to her, to the intent 
that they had closely questioned their servants as to 
who brought the cards, and they persisted in saying 
that it was Miss Vickers. 
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CHAPTEE XIIL 

Betty came to clear away the breakfast, with eyes 
red and swollen ; she really liked her mistress, and 
could not bear the idea of leaving her, yet after her 
behaviour to her on the previous evening, she felt 
she could no longer remain in the house. 

Miss Vickers took no notice of her, but sat re- 
clining in an easy-chair by the fire, with her feet on 
the fender, and Betty found her in exactly the same 
position when she came more than an hour after- 
wards to get her orders for dinner. 

"Dinner!" said Miss Vickers, in answer to 
Betty's question of what she wished to have. " It 
may be that I shall not want many more dinners. 
I am afraid I was very unkind to you last night, 
Betty, but I did not mean it, and I really thought 
you had made up a parcel of lies. I don't think so 
now, Betty ; I have found out all about it ; it was 
my second self that came to you in the passage, and 
then walked about the town ; it is doubtless a token 
sent to warn me that my death is not far off." 
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Poor Betty was awe struck ; she firmly believed 
in second sights though no idea of such a thing 
had hitherto entered her head with respect to her 
mistress. For some seconds she stood speechless^ 
then walking up to Miss Vickers and fixing her 
eyes on her face^ as if to assure herself that she 
really was speaking to a human creature^ like her- 
self^ and to no spirit, said in an earnest, lamentable 
voice, " You baint a going to die ma'am ? tell me 
you baint a going to die, and I'll never be so saucy 
to ye again. I don't want to leave ye, that I don't ; 
and I am clean ashamed of meself, that I be." 

" Then you will forget all I said to you, Betty, 
and remain with me the little time longer that I 
have to live ? " asked Miss Vickers, almost beseech- 
ingly. 

" Now don't ye talk like that, ma'am, or my heart 
will bust ; it feels almost a cracked like already ; 
you be strong and hearty, ma'am, and so be I, and 
we'll bide together may-be many a long year yet, 
so don't ye go a getting the dumps, ma'am ; now 
don't ye, or we'll both go miserable together." 

Miss Vickers merely shook her head doubtfully, 
as Betty talked of their living many years together, 
and then gave her orders in the same quiet way 
that she did everything this morning. 

Several of her friends called in during the day to 
talk over the affair of the previous evening ; but 
she dismissed them as soon as possible ; she knew 
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that many of them would only have laughed at her 
own solution of the mystery, and therefore did 
not mention it to them^ and they went away 
wondering at Miss Vickers's subdued manner. 

Thus day by day passed without anything occurring 
to alter her opinion ; she walked about the house, 
arranging little things here and there, putting some 
away in locked drawers, and sealing up others in 
small brown paper parcels ; occasionally she went 
out to order in what was necessary, or to take a 
little exercise, not to visit and gossip as formerly. 
It was time, she said to herself, to put her own 
house in order, and not to be meddling with other 
people's concerns — no one knew how soon she might 
be called away. 

Master Dick meanwhile was heartily enjoying 
the rumour which had been spread abroad by 
Betty, that Miss Vickers's ghost had been walking 
about the town. Of course, as the story passed 
from mouth to mouth, it gradually increased, until 
at last it was asserted that Miss Vickers was dead 
and buried, and that it was her spirit which was now 
inhabiting her house in High Street. 

On the evening of the party, after having issued 
his invitations, Dick slipped in again at the back 
door, being seen by none but Ann, whom he bound 
to secrecy, then taking off his antiquated attire, he 
replaced it in his cousin's closet, and went down 
into the sitting-room, with his plans for fortification 
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in Ills hand^ as if bent on having a long evening's 
study. For two hours he worked away at them 
vigorously^ while his aunt and cousins sat by the 
fire and read. 

" What a splendid night/' said he, at last, rising 
and pulling the blind on one side. ^^ I have done 
enough of this stuff for one evening ; I shall go and 
have a run." 

" Is it not very cold ?" asked Eamy. 

" A capital frost," replied Dick ; '* we shall have 
some skating to-morrow. Does your dearly beloved 
skate, Earny ? if so, we will have some jolly fun." 

Earny said she thought Mr. Montravers did. 

*^ Then don't you expect to have him all to your- 
self for the next six weeks, or you'll find yourself 
vastly mistaken, if I have a voice in the matter," 
said Dick. 

Earny was not alarmed ; she knew full well that 
no effort on Dick's part would draw Mr. Montravers 
from her side if she hinted a wish to the contrary, 
so, giving him a knowing smile, she told him he 
had better make haste out if he was going, or he 
would not be in time for supper. 

*' Trust me for that; I hope there is something 
good. What have you got, aunt ? A roast fowl ? 
I have a fancy for one to-night." 

" A roast fowl, indeed I you extravagant fellow. 
Do you know what price they are at this time of 
the year?" 
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**No," said Dick, opening his eyes in alarm. 
** Are they very dear ? " 

'* Eight and sixpence or nine shillings a couple," 
replied his aunt. 

" Is that all ? " asked Dick, looking relieved ; ** I 
don't call that anything so dreadful. I thought 
you meant they were a guinea each, or something 
like that," and so saying he scamifered off. It 
wanted but a quarter to nine o'clock, and in another 
quarter the fun would commence, he thought, so on 
he sped in great haste until he reached his former 
position opposite Miss Vickers's house. 

" Bravo 1" said he, as he saw the drawing-room 
windows lighted up, " the preparations have begun. 
I wonder if the old girl has returned." 

Dick placed himself in a corner where the pro- 
jecting angle of a neighbouring building cast him 
completely in the shade, and waited there to watch 
proceedings. Presently, the visitors began to arrive, 
and as Betty opened the door to them and he caught 
sight of her best cap, it was with difficulty that he 
could refrain from giving a^ uproarious shout of 
laughter. 

" I should so like to know if the old girl is there," 
said he again, as he counted over the names of those 
he had invited, and found that the full number was 
all safely closeted in Miss Vickers's drawing-room. 

At last he got tired of waiting, and was just 
thinking of going home, when he caught sight of 
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Miss Yickers^ as we have described her^ looking up 
in amazement at her own windows. 

"By all that's blue I that's her identical self!" 
exclaimed he, in a whisper. " Bless her dear old 
^yes I They'll go pop out of her head in a moment. 
Now that is what I call a fine subject for a painter. 
Astonishment to a tee I Wonderful now, isn't it? 
Why don't you go in, you old goose, and not stand 
staring there like a scared owl. There's a jolly 
supper waiting for you, thanks to my wonderful 
forethought. I only wish I had some of it myself." 

At this moment she knocked at the door, and in 
another minute it was opened and closed again 
behind her. 

Dick waited for some time to see if he could find 
out what was going on inside, but not being success- 
ful he retraced his steps to his aunt's house, where 
he found his supper of bread and cheese waiting for 
him. 

"Ugh!" thought he, "not to be compared to what 
I provided," but nevertheless he did not- go to bed 
fasting. 

He heard nothing more for some days of Miss 
Yickers and her friends, and then came the various 
reports that we have already alluded to. 

Dick greatly enjoyed them, but took great care 
not to mention the subject before his aunt or cousin. 

" I wonder what has become of Miss Vickers," 
said Eamestine, one morning, to her mamma. 
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" Have you not heard ? " asked Mr. Montravers, 
who was sitting with them. ** Why she has changed 
into a ghost, and walks about the town frightening 
everybody. I met her myself yesterday; but I 
cannot say that I saw much to alarm one in her 
appearance." 

" What do you mean ?" inquired Mrs. Dalton. 

Mr. Montravers repeated a few of the strange 
stories that he had heard circulated, and Eamestine, 
much amused, promised to go on the following day 
to ask what had given rise to them. 

Accordingly she went,, and found Miss Vickers 
80 quiet and submissive that she began to fear she 
was ill. She declined giving Earnestine any account 
of what had passed, saying she thought the least said 
about it the better. She had no desire to recur to 
so painful a subject. Thus Mrs. Dalton knew 
nothing about it but what she gained from the 
stories in circulation, and these were too ridiculous 
for her to give credence to them. 

Dick's holidays arrived, and he and Mr. Mon- 
travers spent the greater part of their time skating 
on the broad stream which ran through the grounds 
of the Grange. 

Grace and Earnestine often accompanied them. 
It was no new erbployment to Grace, for she and 
her brother had thus amused themselves together 
when they were children; but Earnestine had 
never even tried on a pair of skates, and it was a 
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long time before she could be prevailed upon to do 
8uch a thing ; but the effort once made, she soon 
progressed in the art under such able teaching. 

Dick was quite willing to leave her in the hands 
of Mr. Montravers, while he and Grace started off 
together ; and Mr. Montravers and Eamestine were 
equally well pleased at being left alone. 

Thus day by day passed, drawing them nearer 
and nearer to each other; and her love for him 
was scarcely surpassed by his for her. 

There was no doubting it. He had no doubt of 
it himself. Yet Earnestine was so retiring, so 
unassuming, that he, afraid of breathing aught 
that could distress her, never found a convenient 
opportunity of broaching the subject that lay so 
near to his heart, viz., the day of their marriage. 

Several times had he led the conversation in that 
direction; but invariably had Earnestine turned 
it off to another subject, until at last he resolved to 
make an opportunity for himself. 

'* Eamy," said he, one morning, coming in before 
the breakfast things had been removed, " it is such 
a delightful day, I have come to take you for a long 
walk. May I have her, Mrs. Dalton ?" continued 
he, addressing her mamma. 

Mrs. Dalton smilingly gave her consent, as if 
knowing it had merely been asked for form's sake, 
and Earny, fearing she knew not what, went to 
get ready. 
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"Where shall we go?'* asked Mr. Montravers, 
as he held out his arm to Eamestine. 

She proposed doing a little shoppings but that 
was by no means in accordance with his desires, 
and drawing her off in an opposite direction, he 
said he had no idea of her wasting her conversation 
on a set of shop people, and meant to have her all 
to himself* 

On thej walked for some time in silence, and 
then, in a moment when she was least prepared for 
it, the question was put. 

Earnestine started, and stammered forth some 
unintelligible reply, but Mr. Montravers having 
gone so far was not to be put off. 

** I do not wish to take you too much by surprise, 
dearest Eamy," said he ; " but I should like it to 
be soon. I want to have the right to call you my 
own. I daresay you cannot understand how much 
I wish it, for you know not what I felt when I be- 
lieved you never could be mine." 

Eamy was silent. 

" About when do you think, dearest ?" said he, 
finding she did not answer. 

Earnestine was going to say that she had not 
thought about it, but recollecting that this would 
be scarcely true, she said she did not know ; she 
was a&aid she was too young. 

'^ Is that all that you have to urge against its 
taking place immediately ? " said he, looking at her 
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in a way which showed that he considered that no 
great obstacle. '^ Shall it be some day next 
month?" 

** Oh I no," exclaimed Earny, as she felt that the 
next thing he would do would be to name the day. 
" I am very sorry if it will be any disappointment 
to you, but it cannot be yet; perhaps not for a 
long time." 

"Why not?" asked Mr. Montravers, surprised. 
As Earny did not speak, he continued, " Will you 
n9t give me some more sufficient reason than that 
you have already urged ? " 

** I could not leave mamma," stammered Earny. 

** Neither shall you, dearest. We shall live at 
the Grange, and you shall be with her as often and 
as much as you like. Is that all ?" 

No, it was not all, and yet Earny knew not what 
to say. 

**Your mother likes the Grange," said she, at 
last. 

"Yes," replied Mr. Montravers; "but she is 
getting tired of it, and wishes to be nearer London ; 
BO I have bought her a pretty little place at Crickle- 
wood, and she and the girls can inhabit our town 
house when we are not there, if you don't object, 
dear. I have kept the Grange for ourselves, be- 
cause I thought you would prefer living near your 
mamma and little sister." 

How good I how kind I it was of him, and 
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Earny felt it was^ and told him so ; still she could 
not make the return he wished, and at once become 
his wife. How to tell him so after all he had said, 
she knew not, yet do it she felt she must. 

** Shall we ask your mamma to decide it for 
us ? " asked he, after some moments, during which 
neither of them had spoken. 

**OhI no; please don't," said Eamestine. "I 
could not bear that she should be disappointed too. 
Will you," asked she, looking up beseechingly into 
Mr. Montravers's face — ^**will you grant me one 
favour ? " 

" Is it a very hard one, dearest ? I don't think 
I could refuse you anything that would make you 
happy. So please be merciful." 

** Don't again ask me to be your wife," said she, 
blushing as she pronounced the last word, ''until 
six months have passed, then, if you like, we will 
speak of it again." 

" Six long months I " ejaculated Mr. Montra- 
vers. " What can I do with myself all that time ? 
Why must we wait such a long, long time ? Say 
three, dearest, and I will try to be submissive." 

" It cannot be less, I am sure," murmured 
Earnestine. 

" Then be it so, if you wish it, my own, though 
not yet my own ; before that, I must go up to Lon- 
don. I hoped to take you with me on our wedding 
tour ; now I must go alone." 
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"Must you go?'* asked Earnestine. ** Cannot 
you postpone your business ? " 
• ** No, dear. Parliament will be prorogued in 
February, and I must be in London before that." 

Earny eould not bear the idea of parting with 
him, yet she saw no means of preventing it. How 
much she wished she could go with him ; and yet 
it could not be unless — unless what ; she did not 
say. She had specified the period of six months, 
because it seemed to her, as it had to Mr. Montra- 
yers, a time far in the distance ; not that she dared 
to hope that that would be the limit of her maiden 
days. No, she knew of nothing that would make 
her marriage anything the nearer then than it was 
now, but she was obliged to fix some time, and so 
she had said six months. 

And so it was settled. They walked, and rode, 
and talked together as before, and the wedding-day 
was not fixed. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Meanwhile Hurst Park was closed, and Clara 
deep in the excitement and bustle of the early 
London season. She had written frequently to 
Eamestine, and told her how much she was enjoy- 
ing herself, and wished that she were with her. 

But it was from Lotte that Earnestine heard the 
fullest account of how greatly Clara was admired, 
and what a sensation she caused wherever she ap- 
peared. Her beauty was in itself a strong attrac- 
tion, but added to that were rank and riches, and 
these were in themselves of no mean value in the 
eyes of many a spendthrift young man of noble 
birth, who was in search of something to retrieve 
his squandered fortune ; or of others, who, having 
made money for themselves, grew ashamed of their 
low birth, and wished to find in a wife's family that 
rank which they could not lay claim to in their 
own. 

But in addition to all these, there was about 
Clara such a freshness, such a freedom from all 
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thought of self^ as increased her charms tenfold^ 
and made her everywhere the centre of attraction. 

Lord and Lady Dexham could not but feel very 
proud as they saw how eagerly she was sought 
after^ and heard the many whispered comments of 
admiration made upon her wherever she went. 

One thing annoyed them greatly^ and that was^ 
that go where they would^ Captain Macclaughton 
formed one of the party — not that he came in 
attendance upon Clara^ for that Lord Dexham had 
strictly forbidden ; but he always managed^ either 
by chance or invitation^ to keep her continually in 
his sight. 

And she was delighted at having him with her^ 
though from her papa's expressed commands she 
could not dance with him more frequently than 
with any other gentleman who offered. Still she 
liked to have him near her^ and they always seemed 
to understand each oth^r. 

" Remember^ Clara/' said Lord Dexham to her 
one day, as they were on their way to a grand ball 
given in aid of some charity, "that I consider 
Captain Macclaughton is failing in his promise to 
me by being so much in your company. • He is no 
more to you than any other third cousin ; and I 
shall be extremely displeased if I find you give him 
any encouragement." 

Clara said nothing, but it destroyed her pleasure 
for the whole of the evening. 
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Notwith&tanding the shortness of the season^ 
more than one offer was made to Lord Dexham for 
his daughter's hand. Some he refused^ without 
even mentioning the subject to her, as he saw that 
it was not for herself alone that they desired the 
connexion ; but there was one whom *he would 
willingly have accepted as a son-in-law. He was 
the eldest son of the Earl of Dewsbury ; no spend- 
thrift, no gamester, but a moral, upright, and con- 
scientious young man ; one whom many had sought 
to win, but without success ; one who sought Clara 
not for what she had, but for what she was, and 
both Lord and Lady Dexham felt extremely 
flattered that he, whom every one admired — whom 
dozens of aspiring mothers coveted for their daugh- 
,ters, should have chosen Clara as the only one 
whom he said he knew could make him happy. 

Lord Dexham promised to speak to his daughter, 
saying at the same time that if Clara made no ob- 
jection, he had his full consent. He had a painful 
foreboding that Clara's determination was fixed, 
and that nothing would change it, and it was, 
therefore, with more displeasure than surprise that 
he heard her assure him that she must decline all 
proposals from any one ; that she liked Captain 
Macclaughton, but if her papa and mamma objected 
to him, she would remain as she was. She was 
very happy at home, and could wait yet some 
years. 
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Her papa reasoned with her^ pointing out the 
inestimable qualities of the young Lord Rodock^ 
and saying how much he should rejoice to hail him 
as one of the family ; but Clara was firm, and re- 
minded him of his promise to let matters remain as 
they were for a twelvemonth after Captain Mac- 
claughton's proposal to her. 

So Lord Dexham explained the full state of the 
case to Lord Rodock, owning how. much disap- 
pointed he himself was at the issue of the conver- 
sation he had with his daughter. 

Lord Rodock thanked him warmly for the com- 
pliment it conveyed, and asked if he might again 
name the subject to him, provided anything oc-r 
curred to weaken his daughter's attachment to 
Captain Macclaughton. 

" Much as I should like to call you my son," 
replied Lord Dexham ; " yet I cannot allow you to 
build your hopes in a quarter where something 
tells me that neither you nor any other but him 
will be successful. I am very vexed with Clara, I 
frankly acknowledge, yet I love her too well to 
force her into an engagement which is distasteful 
to her ; it would be unhappiness for her, and in- 
justice to you." 

Lord Rodock quite agreed with him, and again 
thanking him for the interest he showed in him, 
took leave ; and Clara, kissing her papa, told him 
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he was a nice, dear old man, ioT settling it all so 
quietly without any fuss, 

" I have kept my promise, Clara," said he, un- 
twining her arms from around his neck, and look- 
ing her steadily in the face ; " remember that you 
and Captain Macclaughton keep yours." 

Clara said " Yes," and escaped to her own 
boudoir. 

Mr. Montravers was obliged, as he had told 
Earny, to be in London in the beginning of 
February, and had offered to undertake any com- 
missions for her while there. 

She had entrusted him with a small parcel for 
Lotte, which he had safely delivered with Mr. 
Montravers's compliments. 

"What Montravers is that, Lotte?" asked Lord 
Dexham, as the servant gave the message. " Is he 
any relation to the man of the same name whom I 
80 often hear spoken of in such high terms ?" 

'* I don't know, papa," replied Lotte. " Earny 
has never mentioned such a name to me. I suppose 
it is some new acquaintance." 

It happened that a few days after this conversation. 
Lord Dexham again heard the name of Montravers 
repeated by some gentlemen seated near him at 
dinner, and inquired who he was, and if he had any 
relations in the neighbourhood of Wickhamstead ? 

"Don*t you know Montravers, my lord?" sai4 
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the gentleman addroesed. " If not, there is a treat 
in store for you. He is my beau ideal of a real 
English gentleman. Come and dine with me to- 
morrow, and I will introduce you." 

Lord Dexham thanked him, and accepted the 
invitation. 

** Ah, Miss Clara," said her papa, on the morning 
following the day on which he had dined with Mr. 
Montravers, ** I found out something last night 
which neither you nor Lotte ever discovered, wise 
as you consider your little heads to be." 

" Have you, papa ? What is it ? Do tell me." 
"No, no; not I indeed. It is a secret worth 
knowing, though, truly, from all I hear, it is a 
capital thing, and shows more sense than one would 
have expected. How wise for him to find the gem 
good without looking at the casket; the setting, too, 
is something to be admired." 

"What do you mean, papa?" asked Clara. 
" How unkind of you not to tell us I Do ask him, 
Lotte. I know he will tell you, because he says 
you are not inquisitive." 

" Ko, she must guess ; you have not tried yet" 
" What is it about ? I do not know what to guess." 
" About I I have told you what it is about A 
gem beautifully set, but locked in a casket by no 
means costly." 

" How puzzling you are, papa I Am I to guess 
what the gem is ? " 
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" Exactly bo." 

"A diamond?" 

'* What a good guess ; one of the first water^ too, 
I expect some one thinks." 

** I don't know a bit more what you mean now, 
papa, than before I guessed, as you say, rightly. 
Do help me, Lotte." 

^^ I am as much in the dark as you are, Clara dear. 
I don't understand the allusion." 

*' Nor any one else ; it is all papa's making up. 
I shall not try any more." 

" Very well. Miss Clara. There is a gentleman 
coming to dine here to-night, so I advise you to be 
on your best behaviour, or you will get reported in 
a quarter you least expect." 

Lady Dexham was getting almost as anxious as 
Clara, and begged to be told the secret. 

" Well, out of pity to mamma (remember, it is 
quite on her account), I will tell you that the gentle- 
man who is coming to dine here is the Montravers of 
whom every one speaks well; and the gem he has 
found is Miss Dalton. Now, put two and two 
together, and see what that makes." 

" Impossible 1 " exclaimed Lotte ; " it can't be 
true. Surely Earny is not going to get mar- 
ried!" 

"Nonsense!" said Clara. 

** And pray why is it impossible and nonsense, 1 
should like to know ? Why may not Miss Dalton 
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have a husband as well as some other people I could 
mention ? " 

"But she always said she never would; and 
she has not said anything to us about it^" replied 
Clara. 

" And a very wise girl she is for not doing so. 
Who would think of entrusting a secret to your 
keepings I should like to know?" 

*^ Is it to be a secret ? " asked Lady Dexham; 

" Not that I am aware of. Indeed^ I should 
think not, as Mr. Montravers seemed surprised at 
my being ignorant of it. They were engaged, I 
find, before she came last to Hurst Park." 

"Oh I the naughty, wicked girl!" exclaimed 
Clara ; " what a scolding I will send her. To think 
of her being so quiet about it, and never mentioning 
it. Are you not very angry with her, Lotte ?" 

" Very. I wrote to her directly that Beggy and 
I were engaged." 

" And so did I when — " began Clara, and then 
stopped. As matters stood she thought she had 
better say no more. 

In the evening Mr. Montravers came to dinner, 
and he and Clara were soon deep in the history of 
Earny's perfections; and he had to give her a 
confidential account of how they first became 
acquainted. 

*^ It is of no use, I suppose, to ask you to scold 
her for me. I must write and do that myself." 
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Mr. Montravers said he was afraid he should not 
perform it to her satisfaction^ and had better there- 
fore decline undertaking it. 

The next morning both Lotte and Clara wrote 
long letters to Earnestine, wishing her every happi- 
ness ; but, nevertheless, giving her a severe scolding 
for not having herself informed them of the event. 

Mr. Montravers also wrote to Earnestine, saying 
he hoped he had not betrayed anything that she 
wished to keep secret. He had no idea that they were 
ignorant of their engagement, and he had therefore 
alluded to it openly when in conversation with Lord 
Dexham. He told Earny how much he liked the 
family in Grosvenor Square,»especially her particu- 
lar friend. Miss Molesworth ; but added that he 
thought she must be extremely delicate, she looked 
so fragile, and had a cough, which, had she been 
Earny, would have alarmed him exceedingly. 

This brought a letter from Earnestine to Lotte, 
reminding her of the promise she had made to take 
care of Clara, and Lotte wrote back to say that it 
was impossible for her to take care of her ; she was 
in such constant requisition that she could never 
keep her an hour to herself. 

Captain Macclaughton and Mr. Montravers fre* 
quently met, biit they never seemed to get on to- 
gether; he pretended to be greatly surprised on 
hearing of Earnestine's engagement, and said he 
hoped it might turn out well, and Clara for onc& 
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iliotight that he spoke sarcastically ; as she looked 
at him^ however^ he smiled on her in his usual bland 
way, and the impression faded. 

Clara was very fond of music, and greatly enjoyed 
going to the Opera, as also, indeed, did Lady 
Dexham and Lotte. Lord Dexham considered it 
rather a bore, and was not sorry when Mr. Mon- 
travers offered to go as his substitute to escort the 
ladies. 

How often did Mr. Montravers wish that Earny 
could form one of the party, but since such could 
not be the case he was obliged to content himself 
with sending her a description of their doings. 

As Earny read these letters, a regret would 
occasionally arise in her mind that she had not 
acceded to Mr. Montravers's wish and accompanied 
him to London, but she instantly stifled it, and re- 
proached herself for selfishness. 

She did not tell her mamma that Mr. Montravers 
had ever requested her to name the day, and Mrs. 
Dalton was only too happy not to have the subject 
mentioned. 

Grace was a very constant visitor at the cottage 
during her brother's absence, for she knew how 
much Earny must miss him. 

Mrs. Montravers never called in person, but she 
occasionally sent her card by her daughter, with 
her compliments. 

Earny received it as it was sent, and seldom now 
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allowed Mrs. Montravers's haughtiness to cause her 
any uneasiness. 

One morning a letter came to say that Clara was 
very ill. She had caught cold whilst returning 
from the Opera^ and Lord Dexham had called in a 
physician^ who had ordered her at once to bed^ and 
told her mamma that if she valued her daughter's 
life she would decline all future invitations^ and 
take her away to some quiet place as soon as she 
had sufficiently recovered to be removed. 

Lady Dexham became alarmed^ and requested 
him to tell her at once what he feared ; if there was 
any danger. 

*^ Not immediate/' he said, ** but without great 
care he would not answer for her life for another 
six months. Another cold like that she now had 
might carry her off in a few days." 

This was a sad termination to Clara's first season 
of gaiety ; but she was very patient and submissive, 
and did exactly as her mamma wished, saying she 
should not be sorry to get back to Hurst Park ; she 
never got so tired there as she did here. 

It was more than a fortnight, however, before the 
physician considered it safe for her to undertake 
the journey, and then she was not allowed to ' 
breathe the air except through the medium of a 
respirator. 

Poor Earny was much distressed at these tidings, 
sent partly by Mr. Montravers and partly by Lotte, 
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and felt rather inclined to blame them all for not 
having taken more care of her friend. The remem- 
brance of the old women's conversation on the day 
of the feast recurred to her mind, and a feeling that 
their words were soon to be verified, forced itself 
upon her. 

.Mr, Montravers was to return in a few days, and 
she looked forward to his telling her all about 
Clara, and giving her his opinion regarding how 
long she was likely to live. 

"Is Miss Molesworth going to die?" asked 
little Minnie, as she' saw her sister wipe the tears 
from her eyes, after reading a letter the postman 
had just brought ; *^ and will she be put into the 
grave, and go to see my papa, and our little brothers, 
that mamma talks to us about ? Don't cry, sister 
Eamy, for mamma says they like the place they are 
gone to, and perhaps Miss Molesworth may like it 
too ;" and the poor child tried to wipe away the 
tears that were fast falling on her upturned face. 

Mr. Montravers came, and his account was by 
no means cheering, although he softened it as much 
as his conscience would allow when he saw how 
sadly Eamestine was distressed. 

The physician had told him that Clara's lungs 
were so much affected that consumption was in- 
evitable ; it could be but a question of time. " I 
cannot think what I ^should do if you were so ill, 
dearest," said Mr, Montravers ; " even the thought 
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of it makes me shudder. I would rather die myself 
than lose you." 

It was very nice to be so cared for, and it helped 
to comfort Eamy when the thought of Clara's 
illness oppressed her. 

For some time the letters from Hurst Park con- 
tained nothing but a repetition of improvements 
and relapses in Clara's health, but, after a while, 
she was pronounced to be in a fair way to re- 
covery. 

Captain Macclaughton had written to request 
permission to visit her ; he said he was miserable, 
and hoped Lord Dexham would take pity on him 
and curtail their time of probation; but Lord 
Dexham was inexorable and refused to allow him 
to come to Hurst Park, except at Clara's urgent 
desire, and as yet she had not hinted at such a 
thing. 

Earnestine she had often expressed a wish to 
see, but she would not allow her mamma or Lotte 
to ask her to come, as she said she knew how glad 
Mr. Montravers must be to have her with him 
again. 

"Poor Captain Macclaughton!" said Mrs. 
Dalton, as she heard of Lord Dexham's refusal to 
allow him see Clara. " It is really rather hard 
upon him. I am sure I could not do so." 

" I cannot pity him," replied Mr. Montravers ; 
*^ for, from all I hear, I greatly fear that he is by 
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no means worthy of such a wife as Miss Moles- 
worth would make." 

" What do you know of him ? " asked Earnestine, 
surprised, 

Mr. Montravers repeated the conversation he 
had heard concerning him in the caravansera at 
Constantinople. " This, however, is not all. I 
should not like it to be repeated, but something 
that came to my knowledge a fQW weeks ago 
showed, I think, what a scoundrel he is. I was 
calling at my tailor's, in Bond-street, when a man 
came in and began a conversation on the state of 
trade. The tailor said it would not be so bad at 
present if they could get their bills paid ; but money 
seemed rather scarce in some quarters, especially 
with a certain captain in the — Lancers ; * you 
know whom I mean.' *Ohl yes,' replied the 
other; ^he owes me more than two hundred 
pounds. I have pressed him for it several times, 
but he always puts me off with promises.' * He 
tells me he is soon going to be married to some 
very rich young lady, and then everything is to be 
settled. If I were Lord Dexham, I would see him 
hanged first,' said the tailor. ^ Such a scamp 
as .' 

*^ I could not help hearing all this," continued 
Mr. Montravers ; " for the man who was waiting 
on me could not find the pattern of the cloth I 
wanted; but just then he brought it, and being 
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engaged with him^ I IcA^t the remainder of what was 
said ; however, there can be no doubt, I think, that 
he is looking forward to his marriage with Miss 
Molesworth as an easy way of paying his debts." 

" How disgraceful I " exclamed Mrs. Dalton. 
" Ought you not to inform Lord Dexham ? " 

" No," said Mr. Montravers ; " I could not ; it is 
no business of mine. Besides, it is only hearsay. 
He might bring an action against me for defamation 
of character, and as I could not prove anything, it 
would do no good." 

" Yet that poor girl ought not to be sacrificed. 
Can nothing be done ? Is she very fond of him do 
you think ? " 

" Oh, yes, very, mamma," replied Earny. " It 
would break her heart, I fear, if she were told any- 
thing about it — that is, if she believed it, which I 
don't think she would." 

** Can you not give Lady Dexham a hint, Earny 
dear, and leave her to find out for herself. If she 
were my child, I would thank any one for putting 
me on my guard." 

" Oh, no, mamma ; indeed I could not, I am the 
last person that could do such a thing." 

" Why, my dear ? I do not see that. It would 
really be a great kindness to Clara, and she need 
not know that you had anything to do with it." 

" I should not like to do it, and then pretend 
to be in ignorance of what was going on," said 
E^mestine. " If I said anything, it should be to 
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Clara herself; but^ mamma^ I cannot; really I can- 
not." 

Mrs. Dalton seemed rather surprised that Eamj 
should so object to do what she considered such a 
simple thing ; however^ she did not press it further^ 
and Eamy and Mr. Montravers went for a walk. 

"Money is a very useful thing, but it often 
brings great trouble," said Earny, as she and Mr. 
Montravers continued their conversation about 
Clara. " Now, dear, you see mamma could not 
possibly have any anxiety of that kind on my 
account, for you know I have nothing." 

" Earny, dearest," said Mr. Montravers, drawing 
her more closely towards him ; ** what is there that 
you have not ? Nothing, dearest 1 why you have 
and are everything that heart could wish. I could 
not love you more if you were as rich as Croesus." 

" I know that," whispered Earny ; *^ yet you 
had a right to expect something." 

** And that something I found when you told me 
my love was returned, not rejected." 

'* Then you are satisfied ? " 

** Quite ; more than satisfied ; for I never dared 
hoped that I should find any one so true, so loving, 
so ." 

" That is enough, thank you," said Earny, trying 
to put a stop to the long line of superlative adjec- 
tives that she feared was coming. 

And Mr. Montravers said no more, because he 
saw that she did not wish it. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The winter months glided on and made way for 
the spring ; the crocuses and snowdrops faded^ and 
the trees sent forth their shoots ; the lilacs even were 
in bud, and yet Miss Vickers was still alive. 

She had waited day by day, and week by week, 
for any further sign that could assure her her 
end was fast approaching, 'but it came not. She 
felt as strong and as well as ever. She tried on 
some of her last summer dresses, and they fitted her 
exactly, so she was not imperceptibly fading away. 

*^ It is of no use, ma'am," said Betty, seeing her 
one day so engaged ; ** ye b'aint a bit thinner nor 
you was three months agorie ; for I have watched 
ye ; and them stays as ye tried on yesterday fits to 
ye like a bit o' sticking plaster." 

^^ I cannot see that I am changed at all," said 
Miss Vickers, looking at herself in the glass. 

" Not a bit, ma'am ; not a bit," said Betty ; 
<< unless it be that you have a little more colour nor 
usual." 

VOL. I. p 



210 TOLD AT LAST. 

" Am I feverish, do you think ? " asked Miss 
Vickers. 

*^ Law bless you I no ma'am ; it b'aint nothing but 
a downright healthy colour ; and if I were you, I'd 
make up my mind to live a hundred years yet." 

But though Betty saw no change in her mistress,, 
her friends did. There was a gentleness about 
her now, that she had lacked previously, and 
instead of gossiping with her neighbours, her time 
was employed in visiting the poor and in making 
little garments for their children. 

She had had an idea of taking a class in the 
SundayHschool, but thought it would scarcely be 
worth while for the short time that she should be 
able to hold it ; and had, therefore, invited a few 
young girls who fancied themselves too old for 
school, to spend each Sunday afternoon with her. 

A few came regularly, and, all seated round a 
cheerful fire, she read some interesting story aloud 
to them. 

Her acquaintances heard of it, and wondered 
what had come to her. Some no longer cared to 
visit her, as they got nothing by coming; but 
Mrs. Dalton and Eamestine were not among the 
number. . ' 

They likewise wondered what had wrought the 
change, and rejoiced to witness it. 

Dick had no idea that he had anything to do in 
the matter; indeed he flattered himself that the 
affair of the supper had passed off admirably, with- 
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out getting him into trouble. Betty^ after the first 
months had taken a lesson from her mistress and 
minded her own affairs^ so that Ann had no quahns 
of conscience in keeping the secret, not knowing 
that it had led to any evil consequences. 

However, the discovery came one day when they 
least expected it. 

Miss Vickers had come to spend the evening with 
them, and was amusing herself with building card- 
houses for little Minnie, when Earnestine entered 
the room asking who had been turning over the 
things in her closet 

Dick, who was sitting at the table writing out 
some Greek, inwardly started ; he knew that she had 
but one closet that she called her own, and in this 
she had packed away Miss Vickers's old clothes. He 
had heen there, it is true, but it was more than 
three months ago, so that could have no connexion 
with what Earnestine was now inquiring about. 

^^ Have you, mamma ?" asked Eamy. 

" No, my dear ; why do you think any one has ? 
Have you lost anything ?" 

" No ; but everything is in confusion ; there is 
that bundle that Dick asked me to take care of all 
undone, and my Shetland veil, that I have lost for 
so long, lying on the floor." 

Dick feared what was coming next. 

^^ Minnie, dear, have you been there?" asked 
her sister. 

'^ No, Eamy; you said I was not to go there unless 
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you sent me. Is it the bundle that Miss Yickers 
gave Dick?" asked the child, thoughtfully. 

** How you shake the table 1 You little fidget can 
you not sit still ? It is impossible for me to write," 
exclaimed Dick, frowning at his little cousin. ^^ I 
wish you would hold your tongue 1 " 

« Really, Dick," said his aunt, '' I don't think 
Minnie was doing any. harm. Bring your chair 
over to this little table, and then you can be in 
nobody's way, Minnie dear." 

Minnie packed up her cards and did as her 
mamma told her, while Eamestine again asked who 
could have done it. Of course, the servants would 
not take such a liberty. 

" I think I know, now," said Minnie, who had 
no idea that Dick had spoken crossly to prevent her 
saying anything about the clothes. "It's Ann; 
I know it's Ann I because I heard her tell cook 
yesterday to make haste up-stairs, and she would 
dress up in old Yickers's clothes, like Master Dick 
did when he went and invited the people to supper. 
Depend upon it she did it." 

" It was very impertinent of her if she did," said 
Mrs. Dalton. ^^ I shall ring and inquire." 

"Nonsense, aunt I What a fuss you make, 
Eamy," said Dick, who felt sure that if Ann were 
asked it would all come out. " I did it ; so there's 
an end of the matter." 

" You are very uncivil to-night, Dick," said his 
aunt. " Had you not better do your lessons up- 
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stairs, if we disturb you? What did Ann mean 
about your inviting people to supper? I heard 
nothing of it." 

Dick was going to say that it was all Ann's 
nonsense; but as he raised his head his eye met 
Miss Viekers's, and he felt in an instant that he was 
discovered. 

Miss Yickers had at first paid no more attention 
to the conversation than to remark how unkindly 
Dick spoke to her little friend Minnie ; but when 
the child mentioned her gift to Dick, with dressing 
up and invitations to supper, a dim perception of 
the solving of the mystery floated through her brain, 
which was immediately strengthened by the look 
of confusion in Dick's face. 

For a few minutes she could scarcely realize that 
the token she had put so much faith in as the fore- 
runner of her death was but a play of her own 
fertile imagination, and she sat lost in thought, with 
her eyes on Dick's face until he looked up ; then, 
pitying his confusion, as he vainly endeavoured to 
give some intelligible ansT^er to his aunt's question, 
she came to his aid, and, with a kind smile, told 
him he had done it admirably, much better than 
sha should have done it herself, and she only hoped 
that the next time he had a mind for such a prank 
he would include himself in the invitation. 

Her kind manner soon set Dick at his ease again, 
though he secretly resolved to put a pitch plaster 
on Miss Minnie's mouth. 
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Of course, . Mrs. Dalton and Earnestine were 
completely in the dark, and requested to be given 
an account of what Master Dick had been doing, 
as they could easily see, they said, that he had 
been up to some mischief. 

Dick winced a little ; he did not think that his 
aunt would let him off quite so easily as Miss 
Vickers had done; she would have hushed the 
matter up at once, but Earnestine was curious and 
would be told, so Miss Vickers gave such a lu- 
dicrous description of the whole scene as far as she 
knew it, as threw them all into fits of laughter and 
almost disarmed Mrs. Daltop's anger; not quite 
though ; occasionally her face was drawn into an 
expression that Dick had often said exactly re- 
sembled a tortured saint's, and he knew there was 
a long lecture brewing for him somewhere. 

Miss Vickers having given her account, called 
upon Dick for his, and he, thinking he could not 
improve matters, made a clean breast of it. 

His aunt Was very angry at his allowing it to go 
on so long. A little fun occasionally there was no 
harm in, provided it was innocent and hurt no one, 
she said ; but to frighten any one in the way Dick 
had, and never to try to undo the mischief, was ex- 
ceedingly wrong. She was sure his father would 
be much displeased. 

** Then I beg you will never tell him, Mrs. 
Dalton," said Miss Vickers, " tf it is likely to get 
him into trouble. I assure you there is no harm 
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done ; indeed, I hope it has done me some good, by 
causing me to give .up my love of a little gossip, 
which I allow was formerly very strong." 

It was some time before Mrs. Dalton's anger was 
appeased, but reflection assured her that the mis- 
take really had improved Miss Yickers, and though 
still displeased at the way in which it had been 
done ; she was not sorry for the result. 

When Miss Vickers returned home, she called 
Betty into the parlour with her, and, closing the 
door, said she had taken her advice and meant to 
live as long as she could, and then informed her 
how Master Dick had taken her in. 

Betty was incredulous until Miss Vickers de- 
scribed the old dress, and then she remembered that 
that was just what Dick had worn, but not the one 
her mistress had appeared in on that eventful 
evening. 

" The young scamp 1 I beg his pardon for callen 
him so," exclaimed Betty ; " to think of his playing 
off his tricks upon me in that way, and deceiving 
me own eyes. I wish I had discovered en, that I 
do. I'll be bound I'd a let en know who was 
who. The young villain, to give me all that extra 
work, and he laughing at me in his sleeve all the 
time. Tarts, indeed! if you take my advice in this 
case, ma'am, you'll never let en taste another 
morsel of your jam as long as his name is Master 
Dick Fenton." 

Miss Vickers was' much amused at Betty's in- 
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dignation^ and repeated the conversation to Mrs. 
Dalton the next time she called. 

Dick took especial care to keep out of her way, 
but Mrs. Dalton insisted on his appropriating a 
part of his pocket-money to the purchase of some- 
thing to give to her as a little compensation for the 
trouble he had caused. 

He did not much like the idea ; however, he at 
last agreed, and commissioned Earny to buy her a 
flaming ribbon for her summer bonnet. 

Miss Minnie was the bearer of it, and highly 
was Betty delighted, as she unfolded the paper in 
which it was wrapped, and caught sight of the 
bright scarlet flowers on a white ground, 

^^ Be it really for me, Mi0s Minnie ? asked she, 
scarcely able to believe her eyes. Did Master Dick 
really send it to me ?" 

*^ Yes, really," said Minnie. 

" What a nice young gentleman. I wish missus 
would send en a pot of that strawberry jam. I'll 
run and ask her." 

Presently she came back with one in her hand, 
and asked Minnie ^^ to please to give it to Master 
Dick with missuses' love, and her dooty and 
thanks." 

Minnie faithfully performed her commission, and 
henceforth he and Betty were firm friends. 
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